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Keep the Blitz from Your Baby ! 


Poor little China baby, scared of war so close and dreadful. What’s to prevent that 


happening here, in your town, to YOUR baby? 


Men can’t prevent it—even big tough soldiers—unless they have tanks, planes, ships, 


guns... 


. more of them, bigger ones, better ones, than any in the hands of the enemy. 


And the supplies and machines for successful war cost money. Will you help? 





How to buy a share in VICTORY... 





Where's the money coming from? 

YOU'RE gomg to chip it mm, Out of the money 
you are getting TODAY. Instead of spending it 
all, you’re going to lend some of it to Uncle 
Sam. He'll put it to work for America. He 
will give you a written promise to pay it back 
in JO years, with interest (2.9% a vear). If 
that promise isn’t good, nothing's good. But 


bec ause this 1S America, it IS good. 


How can you chip in? 
By buying War Savings Bonds. You can buy 


one today for $18.75. It is worth $25.00 


when Uncle Sam pays you back in 10 years. 


INSTALLMENT payments? 

Yes! If you can’t spare $18.75 today, buy War 
Savings Stamps for 10¢ or 25¢ or 50¢. Ask 
for a Stamp book, save a bookful of Stamps, 
then exchange them for a War Savings Bond. 


What IS a BOND? 

A piece of legal paper, official promise from 
Un le Sam that he’ll pay you back your money 
plus interest. Vhe Bond will be registered in 


your hame, Keep it safely put away. 


Can you CASH a Bond? 
Yes, any time 60 days after you buy it, if you 


get ma jam and need money, vou Can cash a 


Bond (at Post Office or bank). 


WHERE can you buy War Savings Bonds 
and Stamps? 
At your nearest Post Office. At a bank. At 


many stores all over the country 


WHEN? 
Our enemies have been getting ready for the 
past 7 or 8 years. Are you gong t 


they get nearer our kids? 


*Buy War Savings Stamps and Bonds WOW! 





This advertisement has been prepared entirely as a patriotic gift to the Government. The art work, copy, composition and plating, as well as the space in this 


magazine, have been donated by all concerned as part of their effort towards helping win the War 





Smnile, iain Gir, Smile... 





a radiant smile turns heads, wins hearts ! 


Let your smile open doors to new 
happiness! Help keep it bright and 
sparkling with Ipana and Massage. 


EADS UP, plain girl, and smile! 
Beauty isn't the only talisman to 
success. You can take the spotlight—you 
can win phone calls and dates—romance 
can be yours if your smile is right! 

So smile, piain girl, smzle/ Not a timid 
smile, self-conscious and shy—but a big 
heart-warming smile that brightens your 
face like sunshine. 

If you want a winning smile like that 
—sparkling teeth you're proud to show— 
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Product of Bristol-Myers 


remember this important fact: your gums 
should retain their healthy firmness. 


“Pink Tooth Brush’’— 
a Warning Signal 


So if there’s ever the slightest tinge of 
“pink” on your tooth brush, see your den- 
tist right away! 

He may simply tell you that your gums 
have become tender and spongy, robbed 
of natural exercise, by our modern, 
creamy foods. And if, like thousands of 
other modern dentists, he suggests the 
helpful stimulation of Ipana Tooth Paste 


and massage—be guided by his advice! 

For Ipana not only cleans and bright- 
ens your teeth but, with massage, is de- 
signed to help the health of your gums. 
Just massage a little Ipana on your gums 
each time you clean your teeth. That in- 
vigorating “tang”—exclusive with Ipana 
and massage—means circulation is quick- 
ening in the gum tissue, helping your 
gums to new firmness. 

Start today the modern dental health 
routine of Ipana and massage. With 
Ipana Tooth Paste and massage, help 
keep your gums firmer, your teeth 
brighter, your smile more sparkling. 


Start today with 
IPANA and MASSAGE 
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Published in 
this space 
every month 


The greatest 
star of the 
screen! 





The theatre is now the junction of the 
Crossroads to Pleasure and Duty. 


~*~ * *&* * ; 
For, with bonds and stamps on sale in 
all lobbies, you can buy your two tick- 
ets—one to Joy: one by Victory. 


* * 
The word ‘ EF throws us into 
a paragraph or two about Jack Conway. 
“‘Crossroads”’ is this sure-fire director’s 


latest film. 


It 

stars 
WILLIAM 
POWELL 


and 
HEDY 
LAMARR 
no less. 


Meanwhile 
back to 
JACK 
CONWAY 


Possessing the charm of a music-box 
and the gallantry of a Walter Raleigh, 
our hero Conway has worked side by 
side with this leonine columnist for 
many years. 

* * * * 
He has been an M-G-M standby, hav- 
ing directed “Honky Tonk’’, “‘Boom 
Town”, “A Yank at Oxford”, “Viva 
Villa’”’ and a whole card-index of hits. 

* * * * 

“Crossroads” is his latest. And his most 

different. But it is the same in one sense. 
It is a hit. ~~ -« & « 
William Powell gives a dramatic per- 
formance that provides a complete 
change of pace from his equally brilliant 
comedy-ness. It is something to see. 

* * * * 
And Hedy Lamarr is something to see, 
too. We don’t know about you, but 
Hedy gets us. And if she doesn’t get 
you, there are a lot more like us than 
like you. += & « 


“Crossroads” is ably abetted by Claire 
Trevor, Basil Rathbone and Margaret 
Wycherly. John Kafka and Howard 
Emmett Rogers wrote the original 
story; Guy Trosper, the screen play. 
Edwin Knopf produced. 
* * * * 

An incident to the 

drama is a song by 

Howard Dietz and 

Arthur Schwartz, en- 

titled ‘Till You Re- 

turn”. It’s hum but 


not drum. — Leo 
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Secret Romance. , Beth Emerson 
Hollywood's most exciting hidden love story: Greer Garson and Richard Ney 
Twenty Questions | Dare Hollywood to Answer Hedda Hopper 

This famous columnist's own answers will burn Hollywood up! 
What About You? .Bette Davis 
lf you know people like these, this star wants to hear from you 
They Named the Baby Junior Rosemary West 
Exclusive stork scoop! An interview with the doughter of Alice Faye and Phil Harris 
How Clark Gable Is Conquering Loneliness. . Ruth Waterbury 
Little Miss Dynamite. . Roberta Ormiston 
A bombastic resumé of Veronica Lake’: s amazing twenty- er te 
What Hollywood Thinks of Gary Cooper........ liam F. French 
They All Kissed the Bride... Fiction version i Marti Secrest 
An advance glimpse at Joan Crawford's new hit picture 
Want to Play Sin Rummy? 
A simple, easy way to learn how to play the game that's swept the country 
How to Make Yourself Important Ronald Reagan 


- told to Gladys Hall) 

Tales of a Tail Coat. _ 
An amusing preview of Twentieth Century Fea's « amazing “Tales Of Manhattan" 
Highroad to Hollywood Dixie Willson 


You must get to know Julie Burns; she mi ht be you 
What | Don't Like about Jeanette Says Nelson Eddy to Marian Rhea 
What | Don't Like about Nelson 
Says Jeanette MacDonald to Marian Rhea 
Nelson and Jeanette split their differences; end up raving mad—about each other! 
Hollywood's Secret Heartbreaker. Adele Whitely Fletcher 


The startling details of his romances were kept Peron now 


The Truth about Stars’ Backgrounds. 
GLAMOUR 


Joan Crawford 
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Color Portraits of 
These Popular Stars: 
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Clark Gable Mary Martin 
Gary Cooper. . John Garfield 
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Close Ups and Long Shots— 
Ruth Waterbury 

Inside Stuff—Cal York....... 

The Shadow Stage 

Speak for Yourself 


Portraits: 


Brief Reviews 

Lady in the Pink. 

You Can Look As Smart As” a 
Star—Evelyn Kaye 

Casts of Current Pictures 
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DOES THIS MAN BEAR THE MARK 


OF MURDER ? 


\. way IS HE KNOWN A® 


\ «THE MAN WHO 
LIVED TWICE?” 
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The Victory Caravan showed up Miss Colbert 
(rehearsing here with Frank McHugh and 
writer Matt Brooks) for what she really was 


that is the Hollywood question . . 
Consider, for instance, the pain of 
this .. . there is a lad in our town 
and he was wondrous wise . . . as he 
began climbing the fame ladder, he 
decided he could go further as a 
bachelor .. . so he shrugged off the 
wife of his bosom, together with his 
child . . . and went on alone... 
Everything was dandy ... he had 
a good friend, also an actor, who had 
admired his wife and child . . . in fact, 
the friend admired them so much that 
after the divorce finals were staged, he 
married the wife ... there were no 
bruised feelings anywhere... the 
first husband kept on climbing and the 
second husband went along on an even 
professional keel until that subject of 
the war and dependents was brought 
Then came the draft and the pay- 
off . . . the first gent has gone to war 
because his board ruled him very 1A 
. the second hasn't... he’s 3A 
because of his dependents—the wife 
and child his erstwhile pal dis- 
carded. ... 
There is also the hob that the Axis 
with the “ex” dependents 


Te BE or not to be a dependent . . 


raising “ex 
. it’s that Axis that made Washing- 
ton consider limiting top salaries to a 
skinny old $25,000 a year after Federal 
and State taxes are paid ... barely 
enough to keep a good Hollywood 
yacht on ...and what is an actor 
with three or four alimony wives or a 
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is 








CLOSE UPS 


AND LONG SHOTS 


The wa 


Brenda Marshall saw 


husband Bill Holden off to camp 
is something for the books 


girl with too many ex-husbands to do 
then, poor things... . 

I know one Hollywood gentleman, 
for example, whose taxes on his estate 
alone . . . not his government or state 
income tax, you understand, but 
merely his real estate tax on his simple 
Beverly Hills shack . . . run to a tidy 
$18,000 a year . . . you know, merely 
twenty-eight rooms and twenty-six 
baths but they call it home. .. well, 
what’s a star to do then when he’s 
also got relatives by the score. . 

The pain of decision enters here, 
too... relatives are not something 
like candy that you can give up if you 
only have sufficient will power... 
there is, for instance, the sad, sad 
plight of the star who is now living 
dramatically with his fourth wife . . 
it’s the wife who is dramatic . . . so 
much so, in fact, that when the actor 
married her and was asked if she had 
been a working girl when he wed her, 
and if so, at what, he said, very simply, 
“Love”’.... 

This actor isn’t too happy even with 
wife number four but since his ali- 
mony to the three wives preceding 
eats up much more than $25,000 yearly 
—he’ll just have to stick, and possibly 
starve. ... 

I don’t mean to infer that this crazy 
village which is my favorite spot on 
earth is all like this in wartime... 
there are lots of good, sensible econ- 
omies going around and genuine, 
deeply sincere patriotic sacrifices be- 


BY RUTH WATERBUR) 


ing made . . . but the things I’ve told 
you above are for the laughs . . . and 
the things I'll tell you now have some 
laughs in them, too, though some of 
them are touching things. . . 


OR that, to me, is one of the deep 

delights of Hollywood . . . no mat- 
ter how serious the subject, Hollywood 
will always try to take it with amuse- 
ment ...take it that way since 
actors and actresses are really the best 
sports on earth... . 

The day Brenda Marshall suddenly 
got word that Bill Holden was leaving 
his induction center and entraining for 
some distant camp was one of those 
very serious, yet a laugh-with-a- 
tear-in-it things. . . 

Brenda was working at the studio 
when she suddenly got the word that 
Bill was entraining ... she rushed 
off the set like a mad thing and hurled 
herself through the heavy traffic that 
clutters all roads between Burbank 
and Los Angeles . . . but these days, 
everyone in Hollywood drives at the 
pace of a half-dead snail and Brenda 
kept getting entangled with drivers 
going in pairs, so that there was no 
passing them, at a sturdy twenty miles 
an hour... finally, frantically, she 
made the station, only to discover it 
an absolute sea of men in uniform. . 

“There I'd always thought Bill the 
most distinctive-looking man in the 
world,” wails Brenda. “There I’d al- 
ways boasted (Continued on page 94) 
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CECIL KELLAWAY ¢ Directed by MITCHELL LEISEN © Screen Play by Claude Binyon PRODUCTION 





ASK YOUR THEATRE MANAGER WHEN THIS BIG PARAMOUNT HIT IS COMING 
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The dog-gone cute picture all Holly- 
wood's talking about: Jack Benny and 
his bewhiskered friend give a simultane- 
ous yawn to beauteous Ann Sheridan 


IDBIT DEPARTMENT: Young Ray 

MacDonald, one of the best golfers 

in Hollywood (to say nothing of 
his hoofing) is engaged to cute little 
Betty Asher of the M-G-M publicity 
department. 

George Sanders’ announcement that 
he built his new house in a poor 
neighborhood in order to save taxes 
brought the whole neighborhood down 
on his head in a lump. Georgie is 
almost afraid to poke his nose out his 
new door these days. 

Bette Davis, who is padded and 
made homely as well as fat for her 
role in “Now Voyageur,’ makes one 
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statement to all visiting soldiers. 
“Please promise to come back and see 
me when I grow better looking in this 
picture. Don’t, please, carry about a 
mental picture of me like this.” 

Everyone cheerfully agrees to 
return. 

Paramount Studios firmly state that 
if Madeleine Carroll is married to 
Stirling Hayden they know nothing 
of it. There the matter rests as far 
as they're concerned. 


Good-bye, Darling: On a shady 
avenue in Beverly Hills, directly 
across from each other, lived a man, 


an actor named Herbert Marshall, and 
a little girl, his child by a former 
marriage. 

Each evening at a certain hour they 
met, the father and _ little girl, for a 
quiet stroll together. This hour, cher- 
ished by the little girl, became the 
dearest thing to her heart. 

And then one evening the man had 
to tell his daughter he was moving 
away. A new baby was coming and 
a bigger house was needed; their eve- 
ning walks would necessarily be in- 
terrupted but he would try to resume 
them as soon as he could. 

And so they (Continued on page 8) 
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GARY COOPER-SERGEANT 


As Long as there 
are Men Like 
Him there Will 
Always be a Free 
Americal 





You can’t afford to miss it... 


WARNER BROS. SUPREME SUCCESS you can afford to see it now! 


wm WALTER BRENNAN 
JOAN LESLIE 3 
A HOWARD HAWKS PROD'N 3 


GEORGE TOBIAS +» STANLEY RIDGES 


Original Screen Play by Abem Finkel & Harry Chandlee 
and Howard Koch & John Huston « Music by Max Steiner 


Produced by JESSE L. LASKY ana HAL B. WALLIS 


BUY BONDS! {( BUY STAMPS!y/AT YOUR THEATRE! Returned by Demand after One Whole Year of Acclaim! 
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It's a 


BIG PICTURE 
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With John 
Wayne and 
Binnie Barnes 
perfectly 
matched in a 
tempestuous 
drama of love 
and conflict! 






























BINNIE 
BARNES 


with 
Helen Parrish 
Patsy Kelly 


Dick Purcell 





COLORFUL — 


ROMAN TI c = 


The glory of 
America’s most 
reckless era 
sweeps power- 
fully across the 
screen! 























EXCITING — 


Thrills pile upon thrills in 
this most action-packed of 
frontier sagas! 





Edgar Kennedy 


It 
REPUBLIC PICTURE 


“JOHN WAYNE 


ALBERT 
DEKKER jy 





There's 
no such thing 
as too many 
War Bonds or 
Stamps — keep 
on buying and 
keep "em 
flying! 
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Two gals chin; two 
guys listen in: 
Linda Darnell, Ann 
Sothern, Cesar Ro- 
mero, Dick Derr at 
the Ice Capades 


Michele Morgan, 
| grinning to make 
| @ rare picture at 
| the same event, 
| freezes Bob Tap- 
linger—for fun 


(Continued from page 6) 
kissed each other good-by one eve- 
ning under an elm tree and the little 
girl walked slowly into her house 
and across the street the man slowly 
walked into his. 


Cal's Alphabet News — A: Ann 
Harding, the beautiful, returns to the 
screen in the picture “Watch On The 
| Rhine,” which is good news. 

B: Bambi, the little deer of Walt 
Disney’s beautiful screen poem, is 
Hollywood’s biggest rave since Dopey 
the dwarf. 

C: Claudette Colbert, who was the 
hit of the Victory Caravan, commutes 
between California and Florida where 
her husband, Dr. Joel Pressman, is 





| stationed. 


D: Donna Reed announces her real 
heart is Jack Nau, the boy she left 
behind, now a flying cadet for Uncle 
Sam. 

E: Errol Flynn back from Johns 
Hopkins Hospital after a_ physical 
checkup. 

F: Frances Langford sent her 
mother to keep her husband Jon Hall 
from being lonesome while she toured 
the camps with Bob Hope. Jon and 
his mother-in-law hit it off like two 
old pals. 

G: George Holmes is the newest 




























heartbeat among Hollywood subdebs 
—and debs, we might add. 

H: Harriet Hilliard, who is so good 
as Red Skelton’s radio partner, joins 
him in an M-G-M movie. 

I: Irene Dunne whooping it up with 
the cowboys at Las Vegas, Nevada, 
where her dentist husband is backing 
a project for building defense work- 
ers’ homes. 

J: Jane Withers’ soda fountain bar 
will remain open to service boys while 
Janie is making a personal appearance 
in the East. 

K: Kay Francis announces the 
rumors linking her name with John 
Payne’s are ridiculous and John 
denies them only with his eyes— 
when looking at Sheila Ryan. 

L: Lana Turner, who had her 
M-G-M bosses walking the floor over 
her recent New York jaunt, has been 
placed on a strictly stay-at-home 
regime or else, by her studio. 

M: Mary Martin claims she’s hap- 
pier in her new little cottage than she 
ever was in her swanky Brentwood 
home. Mary believes it’s back to the 
simple life for everyone from now on. 

N: Norma Shearer’s friends are 
wondering at her reported engage- 
ment to her ski teacher, Martin Ar- 
rougé, who is so much younger. 

O: Orson Welles, who set South 
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PITYROSPORUM OVALE, 
the strange “Bottle Bacillus” 
regarded by many authorities 
as a Causative agent of infec- 
tious dandruff. 





It may be Infectious Dandruff! 


START TODAY WITH THE TESTED LISTERINE TREATMENT THAT HAS HELPED SO MANY 


ELL-TALE flakes, itching scalp and 
inflammation—these ‘“‘ugly custom- 
ers’ may be a warning that you have the 
infectious type of dandruff, the type in 
which germs are active on your scalp! 
They may be a danger signal that mil- 
lions of germs are at work on your scalp 
including Pityrosporum ovale, the 
strange “bottle bacillus’ recognized by 
many foremost authorities as a Causative 
agent of infectious dandruff. 
Don't delay. Every day you wait, your 
condition may get worse, and before long 
you may have a stubborn infection. 


Use Medical Treatment* 


Your common sense tells you thac for 
a case of infection, in which germs are 
active. it’s wise to use an antiseptic which 
quickly attacks large numbers of germs. 
So, for infectious dandruff, use Listerine 
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Antiseptic and massage. 

Listerine Antiseptic kills millions of 
Pityrosporum ovale and other germs 
associated with infectious dandruff. 

Those ugly, embarrassing flakes and 
scales begin to disappear. Itching and in- 
flammation are relieved. Your scalp feels 
fresher, healthier, your hair looks cleaner. 


76% Improved in Clinical Tests 

And here’s impressive scientific evi- 
dence of Listerine’s effectiveness in com- 
bating dandruff symptoms: Under the 
exacting, severe conditions of a series of 
clinical tests, 76% of the dandruff sutterers 
who used Listerine Antiseptic and massage 
twice daily showed complete disappear- 
ance of or marked improvement in the 
symptoms, within a month. 

In addition to that, countless men and 
women all over America report joyously 


that this grand, simple treatment has 
brought them welcome relief from dan- 
druff’s distressing symptoms. 


Start conight with the easy, delightful 
home treatment-—Listerine Antiseptic and 
massage. It has helped so many others, tt 
may help you. Buy the large, economy- 
size bottle today and save money. 


*THE TREATMENT 


MEN: Douse full strength Listerine on the scalp 
morning and night 
WOMEN: Parc the hair ac various places, and 
apply Listerine Antiseptic. 

Always follow with vigorous and _ persistent 
massage. Listerine ts the same antiseptic that has 
been famous for more than 50 years as a gargle. 





DON’T DENY YOURSELF all the 
good things of life. Keep on using the new 


LISTERINE TOOTH PASTE 



















These modern girls 


as never before 


need TAMPAX 


LACKS at the war plant, slacks at 
home, slacks indoors and out. A 
streamlined age calls for streamlined cos- 
tumes—and a logical part of this stream- 
lining is Tampax, sanitary protection 
worn internally. Being worn in this way, 
it cannot cause any bulk or bulge what- 
ever. It simply cannot! Furthermore, you 
can wear Tampax undetected under a 
modern swim suit—on the beach, under 
a shower or while actually swimming. 

. Tampax is quick, dainty and modern. 
Perfected by a doctor. Worn by many 
nurses. Requires no belts, pins or sani- 
tary deodorant. Causes no chafing, no 
odor. Easy disposal. Tampax is made of 
pure surgical cotton, and it comes to you 
in neat applicators, so that your hands 
need never touch the Tampax! 

Three sizes: Regular, Super, Junior. 
(Super gives about 50% additional ab- 
sorbency.) At drug stores or notion 
counters. Introductory box, 20¢. Bar- 
gain Economy Package lasts 4 months 
average. Don’t wait. Buy Tampax now! 
Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 


1 OR 4 PEF, 
oe ra Tr} zo 
> Guaranteed by 
Good Housekeeping 

hoy WDUIECTIVE OF 

45 aoveariseo TWt 


NO BELTS 
NO PINS 
NO PADS 
NO ODOR 











Accepted for Advertising by 
the Journal of the Amert- 
can Medical Association 


TRY IMPROVED 


SUPER 


TAMPAX 




























America on its ear during his recent 
movie production, will be back in 
town unengaged and minus his former 
heart, Dolores Del Rio, according to 
his pals. 

P: Paul Lukas returns to Holly- 
wood for his stage role in the movie 
version of “Watch On The Rhine,” 
which pleases his many fans. 

Q: Questions as to the status of 
Bob Stack and Errol Flynn draft rat- 
ings are embarrassing the studios into 
a “no publicity” campaign on the boys. 

R: Robert Taylor is using all his 
powers of persuasion to get into the 
Air Corps. 

S: Sonja Henie and husband Dan 
Topping have been having her former 
beau, Ty Power, in to dinner while 
Annabella is away—proving' the 
breach between Sonja and Ty has 
finally healed. 

T: Tim Holt, Jack’s handsome lad, 
signed with the Air Corps and dis- 
covered his first assignment was to 
make six Western films for morale 
purposes. And after he’d graduated 
into A’s, too. 

U: Una Merkel and her Southern 
accent keep the soldiers at the U.S.O. 
centers from down south from being 


too homesick. 





Listening to Mo- 
cambo music— 
Ann Miller and 
Edmond O'Brien. 
Below: Talking in 
Mocambo tune: 
Vic Mature and 
Carole Landis 


V: Veronica Lake has Hollywood 
placing bets as to whether she’ll skip 
her career and leave moviedom flat in 
order to join husband John Detlie, 
who’s stationed at Seattle. 

W: William Holden has requested 
his wife and friends to address his 
mail to Private W. F. Beedle Jr. The 
Army doesn’t know him by his screen 
name. 

X: Marks the spot on which Monty 
Woolley fell when he discovered he’d 
been exposed to mumps. Monty is 
afraid his beard will hide the 
symptoms. 

Y: Yuma, the elopement spot for 
Hollywoodites, has a pastor whose 
cards read “Quiet weddings—free 
dressing rooms and showers.” 

Z: Zorina; who’s in the running for 
the Maria role in “For Whom The 
Bell Tolls,” is causing a bell to tol] 
mournfully in a certain Hollywood 
heart. 


Romance Lane: Leif Erickson, who 
is in Reno divorcing Frances Farmer, 
has met and fallen for pretty Margaret 
Hayes, who was Jeffrey Lynn’s true 
love before he left for the Army . 

Freeman Gosden (Amos of the 
radio) and Gail Patrick are seeing 
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AL YORK 


mide 


Irene Dunne and husband Dr. Grif- 
fin line up to look over the buffet 
line at the Beverly Hills Hotel 


each other in quiet, cozy corners these 
days. ... 

Charlie Ruggles is all dimples 
(Charlie’s are strictly masculine and 
very fetching) since his marriage to 
Marian La Barba, former wife of box- 
ing champion Fidel La Barba. 

Friends were delighted but some- 
what amazed to hear of the marriage 
in London of little Ruth Howard, 
daughter of Leslie Howard, to Captain 
Dale Harris. Ruth seemed only a 
youngster when the Howards left for 
London, but these teen-agers do grow 
up, don’t they? .... 

Anne Shirley has become quite the 
sought-after young lady since her di- 
vorce from John Payne. Anne’s recent 
and most ardent suitor is Arthur 


Hornblow Jr., divorced husband of 


Myrna Loy. 


Private Affair: Bill Holden finally 
arrived at camp and was assigned his 
bunk. Imagine his mingled surprise 
and chagrin, however, when he be- 
held Brenda Marshall’s picture on the 
wall over the bunk of his neighbor. 

“That’s a pretty girl,” he said to his 
neighbor. 


“Yeah, my favorite movie star,” the | 


private said. “I’m going to look her 
up when I get leave. Gee, she’s sure 
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wc» ROLAND YOUNG - BILLIE BURKE - ALLEN JENKINS. 


Screen play by P. J. WOLFSON: From a story by Gino Kaus and Andrew P. Solt 


Directed by ALEXANDER HALL - Produced by EDWARD KAUFMAN 
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Which Tampon 
Can You Trust? 














FIBS —-THE KOTEX TAMPON— 


merits your confidence! Enables you to 
wear shorts, bathing suit, slacks or play 






suit any day you wish! Worn internally, 
Fibs provide invisible sanitary protec- 


tion. ..no pins, pad or belt... no 





chafing, no disposal problem. 











“\_ BUT 12 
FULL DOZEN ONLY 20¢. Nor 8... 


not 10... but 12 for 20c. When you buy 
Fibs, you pay for no mechanical gadget 














to aid insertion .. . for none is needed! 
Fibs are quilted ... easy to insert with- 
out artificial means. The quilting pro- 
vides added comfort, and safety, too. 


Yet Fibs cost less! 














FIBS ~ the Kotex* Tampon 








,.-™= 
e—~ NOT 8—NOT 10—BUT 


12 FOR 20% 
















(xTrade Marks Reg. U.S. Pat. OF} 


Wot a picture—and 
pardon any lapses! 
Rosalind Russell jit- 
terbugs with a Cana- 
dian Navy sailor 
at the party... 





“AL YORK 


ndide Stuff 


. . « given by Basil and wife 
Ouida Rathbone for the Navy 
at the Beverly Hills Hotel 









beautiful. Wish I could 
sometime.” 

“Maybe you can,” Bill said, omit- 
ting the fact that particular star was 
his wife. “Maybe someday we'll both 
meet her,” Bill said, and added under 
his breath, “soon and again.” 


The Unsolved Puzzle: A fan writes 
in to say she agrees Van Heflin is the 
grandest young actor on the screen 
but—and here’s where the puzzle 
comes in—how did his natural kinky 
hair suddenly straighten out into those 
gorgeous waves? 

“Does the studio have some secret 
formula,” she demands, “or did love 
do it?” 

Frankly, we've mulled this one over 
ourselves, for Van’s hair was most 
kinky last time we saw him. But, 
surely, his falling in love with and 
marrying cute Frances Neal wouldn't 
straighten it out. The studio? Oh, 
they assume that wide-eyed look of 
innocence when asked and pretend 
they don’t know what we mean. If we 
ever do discover the secret, we'll let 
you all know. 


meet her 























Cal's Farewell to Ty: We sat in the 
sunshine together, Tyrone Power and 
Cal, outside the sound stage of “The 
Black Swan.” “I love soaking up this 
sunshine,” he said, “feel I can’t get 
enough of it, somehow, before I go.” 

Tyrone leaves as soon as his picture 
is finished for a Navy air job in the 
East. “California right now reminds 
me somehow,” he said, “of a woman 
that a man has made up his mind to 
leave, yet can’t shake off. Its blue 
skies and bright colors are put on to 
please his eye. The sea beating along 
the coast is a begging whisper not to 
go. The beauty of its hills and mild- 
ness of its climate seem purposely 
donned to lure a man to stay. It’s 
hard to say no.” 

We agreed. It would be hard to 
give up the beauty of his garden, 
especially in summer. Annabella will 
live in a New York apartment to be 
near Ty, who expects to be stationed 
near New York. Ty, who is eager to 
be of actual service, is one of the few 
really big-bracket stars to go. Fans 
and friends will miss him. But they’|] 
be proud of him, too. 
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motorcycle 
with | 


Ride 'Em Stars: The 
brigade grows in Hollywood, 
male stars renouncing their cars for | 
the two-wheeled vehicle. Clark Gable | 
drives his motorcycle in from his 
ranch to the studio every day and has 
even joined the motorcycle club out 
in the Valley. 

Dick Powell spends his lunch hou 


at Paramount polishing up his ma- | 


chine. 

Dick has more paraphernalia, gog- 
gles, helmets, boots and leather jackets 
than ten motorcyclists. 

Bob Young is another actor 
travels the twenty-five miles from his 
ranch to M-G-M Studios on his cycle. 
George Raft and Mack Grey whizzing 
along Sunset Boulevard as a team is 

familiar sight these days. But the 
funniest sight of all was Bob Stack 
with his motorcycle piled into a taxi 
after a minor smash-up. 

Yep, the motorcycle craze has hi 
Hollywood with a bang. 

And the girls? Oh, they ride on the 
handle bars or in the sidecars and 
love it. 


who 


Round-Up of the News: Victor Ma- 
ture has been switched from 3A to 1A 
in the draft rating and will march off 
in a few months to camp. Cal hopes 
it isn’t to Fort MacArthur where the 
boys took a poll to determine the one 
lad they’d like to manhandle. 
guessed it—Hunk of Man won. 

Phil Harris and Alice Faye are 
sorry to disappoint the many fans who 


"ib de 





Sonja Henie matches up ring and ear- 
rings, matches up herself as a pretty 
Mocambo date for husband Topping 
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Picture of a Wallflower 
in the Making! 


Men seldom dance twice with the girl who 
forgets that Mum guards charm! 


dance ning is...the more a girl needs Mum. 


OVELY Amy and dashing Bob 
| charmingly together. But when this Mum safeguards your charm — keeps 
Mum 
prevents underarm odor for a whole day 

Prettiness and grace, a sparkling per- or evening! Make Mum a daily habit. 

ynality, help to make a girl FOR INSTANT SPEED—Only thirty seconds 
tm they c can't hold a man when under- to smooth on creamy, fragrant Mum. 
arms need Mum. FOR PEACE OF MIND— Mum won't hurt 
says the American Institute of 
Mum won't irritate sensi- 


waltz IS OVCT, who will blame him if he previous daintiness from fading. 
doesn't ask for an encore? 


rh | 
popuiar. 


Amy would be horrified if you told _ tabrics, 
her her fault. Didn't she bathe just this | Laundering. 
evening? But that refreshing bath only _ tive skin. 
away past perspiration... FOR LASTING CHARM— Mum keeps you 
prevent risk of future underarm odor. safe from underarm odor, keeps you 
The more fun, the more exciting bath-sweet—helps you stay popular! 


’ : 
tOOK it cant 


an €Ve- 





SAFEGUARD YOUR CHARM. MAKE MUM A DAILY RULE! 














70 HERSELF: 
JACK CANT SEE 
ENOUGH OF ME 
THESE DAYS, 
SINCE 1 
LEARNED THAT 
MUM GUARDS 








MUM IS SO ese" 
ONE QUICK TOUCH, 
AND IM SAFE DURING 
THE BUSIEST DAY. 























For Sanitary Napkins 
Gentle, safe Mum is first 
choice with thousands of 
women for this purpose. Try 
Mum this way, too! 


TAKES THE ODOR OUT OF PERSPIRATION 
13 





©) 
SKIN-SAF E 


FABRIC-SAFE! 


NONSP! will prorect* 


| your pre- 
Clous dresses and 


undies against 
underarm “perspiration rot”— the 
most common cause of damage and 
discoloration. ( Fabrics of all kinds 
are getting scarce, you know. } 
NONSPI will not injure your sensi- 
tive underarm skin pores ( Nonspi’s 
gentle astringent action is safe 
effective ). 
NONSP! checks flow 
tion | to 3 days (ane 
ration is checked... embarrassing 
3 . “3 . . i 
perspiration odor is gone ) 
NONSP!I is safe and convenient to 
use (a clean, clear liquid 
dries quickly). 


of perspira- 
1 once perspi- 


: Nonspi 


*“Analysis of Nonspi and applied 
tests of its use has been completed 
by the Bureau. No damage can be 
done to the ‘textile’ if the user fol- 


lows your instructions.” 


Signed) Kx. ? 
hemist 


BETTER FABRICS TESTING BUREAU Inc. 


OFFICIAL LABORATORY OF 
NATIONAL Retait ORY Gooos ASSOCIATION 


Buy Nonspi today at your 
favorite drug or department 
store 


NONSPI 


A SKIN-SAFE, FABRIC- 
SAFE DEODORANT AND 
ANTI-PERSPIRANT! 
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The dress has one sleeve; umpteen dia 
mond bracelets make up the other; and 
Lupe Velez wears it at the Mocambo 
with Mexico's Arturo De Cordova 


insisted their new daughter be named 
Phil-lice, a combination of Phil’s and 
Alice’s name, but the little angel’s 
(we quote Papa) golden hair and blue 
eyes decided them. It’s Alice Faye 
Harris Junior, no less. ... (See story 
on page 32.) 

Friends heaved a sigh of relief when 
the Rita Hayworth-Ed Judson divorce 
came off without a breath of the 
much-threatened scandal. One of the 
two, we hear, made quite a settlement, 
but we’re not saying who... . 

Hedy Lamarr with darkened skin 
that brings out her green eyes and 
flashing teeth for her role in “White 
Cargo” is the most breathlessly lovely 
thing Hollywood has ever seen. And 
with a white silk jersey sarong yet! 


Hello—Good-By: M-G-M has never 
quite forgiven John Shelton, whom 
they dropped from their contract list, 
for returning and carrying off as his 
wife their brightest hope, Kathryn 


Grayson. When John telephones his 
wife at the studio, the conversation 
goes on uninterruptedly for some 
minutes and then suddenly the con- 
nection is cut. Someone whispered to 
Cal the studio believes too much con- 
versation makes Kathryn a_ bit 
nervous, which adds to the rumor that 
the little Grayson isn’t looking too 
happy these days. 


Sells Bonds and Grows Thin: 
Another record-breaking bond tour 
has just been completed by Dorothy 
Lamour, a wonder girl at the business 
of extracting dollars from pockets for 
Uncle Sam. 

But Paramount, while pleased as 
punch with their star saleslady, had 
cause to grow concerned as the tour 
progressed and Dottie grew thinner 
and thinner. Finally, alarmed at her 
rapid loss of weight, the studio con- 
sulted a doctor who rushed the star 
a gain-weight diet. To those who may 


Finger man Lee Bowman 
takes Mrs. Bowman out to 
dinner, pulls his act at The 
Players, star hangout 
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be suffering from painful thinness we 
give you this get-plump quickly diet. 
Every hour and a half during the day 
eat one crushed banana with cream 
and watch those angles turn to curves. 
It’s working with Dottie, anyway. 


Read All About It: The night ball 
game was over, crowds were pouring 
out of the Hollywood Stadium and 
newsboys were screaming their wares. 
“Read all about it, lady,” a newsie 
yelled. “Famous movie star gets di- 
vorced. Pictures and everything. It’s 
hot news, sister.” 

The woman bought the paper and 
with fingers that shook just a little 
turned the pages of the paper. 

So it was, with crowds pushing and 
shoving, Ann Sothern read the story 
of her divorce that day from Roger 
Pryor. 


It's Corn and He Grows It: “Come 
on over and see my Victory Garden,” 
Red Skelton said one recent afternoon 
and with nothing else to do, but 
strongly suspecting Red of kidding 
about the garden, we went. 

Is our face red? Out on the slopes 
behind the tennis court that Red 
hopes to turn into an open-air theater 
for soldiers is Red’s garden with that 
vegetable dearly beloved by all come- 
dians—corn—growing like mad. What 
is more, Red himself tilled the soil, 
carried the rocks to keep his hillside 
garden from slipping and planted, ac- 
cording to his little blue book, every- 
thing in its proper place. We know he 
did this; for we saw the trousers he 
worked in—the worst pair of patched 
plaid pants this side of the Ozarks. 

Red and Edna have given over their 
hearts and lives to entertaining sol- 
diers in camps up and down the coast 
and far inland. The comedian’s been 
adopted by a dozen or more outfits 
that have painted their own special 
emblems on Red’s car. 

“Honestly,” Edna said, “Red won’t 
ever let us fill the swimming pool in 
hopes some gun position will occupy 
it and he can give shows to the boys 
all day long.” 

When Red and Edna aren't at 
camps, the boys come to them. On a 
recent Sunday one soldier of a large 
group surveyed Red’s lovely Brent- 
wood home and said, “I can’t under- 
stand it. A redheaded Irishman and 
not a broken window in his home.” 

With that Red picked up a rock and 
let fly through the living-room win- 
dow. “Gee, I wondered what was 
wrong with the place myself,’ Red 
grinned. “I feel a lot more at home 
now, with a broken window.” 

Cal can tell you he hasn’t spent a 
more enjoyable afternoon in a month 
of blue Sundays. For that perfectly 
natural and simple couple we nomi- 
nate the Skeltons of Hollywood. 

You can’t beat that pair! 
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Don't just Dream of Loveliness— 
go on the 


CAMAY MILD-SOAP DIET! 





€ i % 


This lovely bride is Mrs. James H. McClure, of Chicago, Ill., who says: “I'm really 


grateful for the way the Camay Mild-Soap Diet has helped my skin look so lovely! 


Try this exciting beauty treatment— 
it’s based on the advice of skin spe- 
cialists—praised by lovely brides! 


ON’T waste time idly envying the 
D woman whose skin is lovely! With 
a little time—and the right care—you too, 
can garner compliments and envious 


ra 


glances! Now—tonight— 
put your complexion on y 
the Camay Mild-Soap Diet! y 

This exciting idea in) so," 
beauty care can arouse the e 
sleeping beauty in your 
skin. For, like so many 
women, you may be bliss- 


Trade-Mark 





SPREE, 


Work Camay’s milder lather over your skin, pay- 
ing special attention to the nose, the base of 
nostrils and chin. Rinse with warm water and 
follow with thirty seconds of cold splashings. 





Reg, U.S, Pat. Off. 
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fully unaware that you are cleansing your 
skin improperly. Or that you are using a 
beauty soap that isn’t mild enough. 

Skin specialists advise regular cleans- 
ing with a fine, mild soap. And Camay is 
actually milder than dozens of other pop- 
ular beauty soaps. That’s why we say 
“Go on the Camay Mild-Soap Diet!” 

Set aside 30 days in 


€J . which to give it a fair test. 
» The very first treatment will 


leave your skin feeling 
fresh and glowing. In the 
days to come, your mirror 
may reveal an enchanting, 
exciting new loveliness. 





Then, while you sleep, the tiny pore openings are 
free to function for natural beauty. In the morn- 
ing—one more quick session with this milder 
Camay and your face is ready for make-up. 
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REVIEWING MOVIES OF THE MONTH 


A reliable guide to recent pictures. One check means good; two checks, outstanding 





A "best of the year" picture: Greer Gar- 
son and Walter Pidgeon in "Mrs. Miniver" 


VV Mrs. Miniver (M-G-M) 


It's About: The march of events in 
the life of an English family during 
the war. 


Y far the best picture of the month 

and high among the best of the 
year is this charming and appealing 
story of an English family during 
this world war. England will never 
have finer timber than these, their 
Minivers; people who live bravely 
and courageously without any undue 
display of emotion or consciousness 
of heroism. 

Greer Garson lends _ surpassing 
charm to the role of Mrs. Miniver, 
wife of architect Walter Pidgeon and 
mother of three children. Walter 
Pidgeon is ideal as the husband. 

Teresa Wright, the girl who becomes 
the wife of the older Miniver son, is 
heart-stirringly real and lovely and 
Richard Ney as the son is about the 
most important thing that’s happened 
to M-G-M since Robert Taylor. Here 
is an actor and a personality. 

Helmut Dantine gives the best in- 
terpretation of a Nazi we have ever 
seen on the screen. Dame May 
Whitty, Reginald Owen and Henry 
Travers are excellent. 


Your Reviewer Says: Something for 


Hollywood to be proud of. 








The Best Pictures of the Month 





Mrs. Miniver 
This Gun For Hire 


This Above All 


Best Performances 





Greer Garson in "Mrs. Miniver™ 
Teresa Wright in "Mrs. Miniver" 
Richard Ney in “Mrs. Miniver™ 


Tyrone Power in “This Above All" 


Joan Fontaine in "This Above All" 


Alan Ladd in "This Gun For Hire" 











Grim, with plenty of punch: Veronica Lake 
and Alan Ladd in "This Gun For Hire" 


¥ This Gun For Hire (Paramount) 


It's About: A double-crossed gunman 
who seeks revenge. 


FOUR-COLUMN news item is 

Alan Ladd, a newcomer who 
springs into big-time notoriety in the 
role of the killer in this suspenseful 
thrilling, chilling melodrama. 

A chemical company, ruled by a 
crazy old man, is engaged in mys- 
terious shipments. The blackmailer 
who gets wind of the shipments is 
bumped off by a hired killer who 
in turn is double-crossed by the man 
who hired him. Into the net of in- 
trigue comes a night club entertainer 
who—but we’re not telling. 

Veronica Lake, as the lady who 
does magic tricks while she chants a 
sultry tune, has never been better 
Hers is a sound performance that has 
nothing to do with hair-over-one- 
eye business. 

Laird Cregar, as the fat and sleek 
murder stooge who hires “the gun” 
but can’t bear the revolting details of 
the deeds he orders done, is terrific. 
Robert Preston, the police officer, is 
good though sunk in a throw-away 
part. But it’s Ladd you'll notice and 
be held by, mark our words. 


Your Reviewer Says: An edge-of-the- 
seat job you musn’t miss. 


FOR COMPLETE CASTS OF CURRENT PICTURES SEE PAGE 102 
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The Shadow Stage 


VY This Above All 
(20th Century-Fox) 


It's About: The love story of a con- 
fused soldier and a girl who harmon- 
izes his heart and mind. 


N a month of outstanding pictures, | 
“This Above All” shines brilliantly | 


in its own particular niche and should 

rate high in the hearts of every fan. 
Tyrone Power gives one of his best 

performances as the bewildered Eng- 


lish soldier, veteran of Dunkirk, who | 


deserts his regiment because he feels 


England’s leaders are stupid and the | 


cause clouded with unrighteousness. 
Love clears the mind and heart of 
this boy who comes to realize it’s 


everlasting peace and not glory Eng- | 


land is fighting for. 


Joan Fontaine proves her Academy | 
Award trophy to be no flash-in-the- | 


pan award. Her performance as the 
girl of good English family who joins 
the W.A.A.F’s and who meets and 


loves Power is imbued with mingled | 


power and pathos. Miss Fontaine is 
indeed an important actress. 

Eric Knight, who wrote the book, 
can have no complaint concerning its 
screen interpretation. 
ter, including Thomas Mitchell as 
Tyrone’s army pal, Nigel Bruce as the 
innkeeper, Philip Merivale as Joan’s 


physician father, Gladys Cooper as | 
the snobbish aunt, are expertly drawn. | 


And somehow audiences feel more 
understandingly toward the English 
and their problems after seeing this 
telling and tremendous story. 


Your Reviewer Says: We heartily 


recommend it. 


V Her Cardboard Lover 
(M-G-M) 


It's About: A bodyguard against love. 


UITE a little number with love, 

lots and lots of love, oozing from 
its every pore. With Mr. Robert Tay- 
lor and Miss Norma Shearer and Mr. 
George Sanders giving old Cupid’s 
by-product a whirl, you can imagine 
how very warm the story grows at 
times. 

If this be Miss Shearer’s movie 
swan song, as has been intimated, she 
leaves us with a very fine perform- 
ance to remember her by. True, at 
times Miss Shearer spreads on the 
histrionics a bit thick, but the role is 
dificult and why shouldn’t a love- 
frustrated woman be a bit hysterical 
at times? Anyway, we liked her and 
think you will too. 

It’s nice to see Bob Taylor in a 
straight romantic role again. Direc- 
tor Cukor permits Bob to get a bit 
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Is this a Honeymoon 


~~ or a Rest Cure? 














HONEYMOON HEARTBREAK ? ‘loo bad, sweet 












bride... but your love is doomed, unless you 
learn this feminine secret... there’s a gentle, 


fragrant soap that gives you “double-protection” 
against body odor! Therefore you no longer have 
to risk your daintiness with an unpleasant smell- 
| ing soap! Before tonight, discover “double-pre- 
tection” in your bath... 
~~ 











UMMM! HEAVENLY SUDS! 
HEAVENLY PERFUME / BUT WHAT 
IS "DOUBLE PROTECTION"? 















IT’S THE TWO-WAY insurance of 


daintiness Cashmere Bouquet Soap 






gives you! First, Cashmere Bouquet 






makes a rich, cleansing lather that’s 






gifted with the ability to bathe 






away body odor almost instantly! 






And at the same time it actually 





adorns your skin with that heavenly E ¥ 
perfume you noticed—a protective a F 
fragrance men love! 




































THANKS FOR THE TIP! AND 
HERE'S ONE FOR EVERY GIRL ! 
SMELL THE SOAP BEFORE 

YOU BUY...YOU’LL PREFER 
CASHMERE BOUQUET ! 








SMART GIRL! Now you've learned 
~ how Cashmere Bouquet’s “double- 


Z, with even a super-sensitive skin! 


protection” not only banishes body 
odor, but adorns your skin with the 
lingering scent of costlier perfume! 
And remember, Cashmere Bouquet 
is one perfumed soap that can agree 


+ Better be real smart . . . and get 


Cashmere Bouquet Soap—today. 








Cashmere Bouquet 


Soap 


THE LOVELIER WAY TO AVOID OFFENDING 

















RITA HAYWORTH 
Qe ilolioM aiaitla-tmeeiiols 


HOLD YOUR HAIR 


LYyu? genset 


with this 


MODERN HAIR RETAINER 


: oe ss amg. caver Ur PACE 


Hollywood stars can’t stop to ~/ {A+ 
fix their hair whenever they'd iy .4 
like to. That's why so many of 7%// /</\ 
them depend on Grip-Tuth. 7<°=> 
Grip-Tuth looks like a comb—but isn't. 
This non-metallic hair retainer slides into 
your hair in a jiffy—and stays there until 
you take it out! And that’s especially im- 
portant if you're working in the war 
effort, where you must keep your hair up, 
out of the way! Try one to hold your 
wave. Try one to keep your hair high on 
the sides. Try one to anchor bows or 
flowers just where you want them! Two on 
a card (or one extra length) only 25c. If 
notion counter or beauty shop can’t sup- 
ply you, send 25c for card. State hair color. 
GRIP-TUTH: Diadem, Inc., Leominster, Mass., Dept. 96 


Nu-Hesive Surgical Dressings, by our affiliated com- 
pany, are one of our contributions to National Defense 


' 
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| screen 


| tion. 





sappy at times, but then he’s a pretty 
lovesick boy, remember. Bob you 
know, is in love with Norma who hires 
him to protect her against George 
Sanders whom she really loves but 
who is bad medicine for any lady. 

Sanders (what an actor!) hasn’t as 
much to do as he should have but 
manages to heel up the place when 
allowed to. Frank McHugh also comes 
in for a nice bit or two. 


Your Reviewer Says: Champagne 
cocktails with lots of bubbles. 


Grand Central Murder (M-G-M) 


It's About: The unraveling of a mys- 
tery murder. 


ANY big-name stars have begun 

their motion-picture careers as 
detectives, and Van Heflin, 
destined for stellar rating, is no excep- 
To his role of the amateur de- 
tective who unravels the mystery of 
the murdered show girl, Heflin brings 
distinction and class. 

Pat Dane, the ruthless little climber, 
who meets death in the Grand Central 
Station, is beautiful and strangely 
convincing. Virginia Grey as Heflin’s 
wife, and Cecelia Parker, who lost her 


| beau to the scheming Pat, are very 


| good. 


As to “who dunnit,” have fun guess- 
> 


| ing—we’re not telling. 


Your Reviewer Says: Guess and guess 
again. 


My Favorite Spy 
(Harold Lloyd-RKO-Radio) 


It's About: An orchestra leader who 
becomes an F.B.I. agent. 


AY KYSER steps farther away 

from his band in this amusing 
little cupcake to display his talents 
solo fashion. As a frustrated bride- 
groom who is yanked into the Army 
on his wedding day to be released 
as a secret member of the F.B.I., Kay 
is quite a lad. His bride, Ellen Drew, 
is unaware of his F.B.I. affiliation and 
believes the worst when her husband 
is jailed with beautiful Jane Wyman, 
another secret agent. The climax is 


| quite a thing, with Kay and Ellen 


roughing it up with Nazi agents. Oh, 


| sure, the band is heard and seen once 
| or twice. 


Your Reviewer Says: Inoffensively 


amusing. 


Broadway (Universal) 


it's About: A movie star who looks 
back to other days. 


ANGSTERS, night-club_ enter- 
© tainers, chorus girls and sugar 
daddies whirl around in a gay melee 
in this remake of the stage play 








“Broadway,” told in flash-b ck fash- 
ion. George Raft plays himseil. a 
motion-picture star, who returns to 
New York, steps into a newly con- 
structed bowling alley and relates his 
experiences as a night-club hoofer to 
the night watchman. As George tells 
his story such characters as Janet 
Blair, his sweetheart, S. Z. Sakall, the 
proprietor of the club, his girl friend, 
Marjorie Rambeau, and _ gangster 
Broderick Crawford pass in review. 
In the chorus line-up are such cuties 
as Anne Gwynne, Marie Wilson, Iris 
Adrian, Elaine Morey and Dorothy 
Moore. 

George’s hoofing is the highlight of 
the story. The music of yesterday is 
nostalgic and appealing. 
Rehash 


Your Reviewer Says: with 


poached egg. 


Syncopation (RKO-Radio) 


It's About: A lad who organizes his 
own band. 


HERE’S about as much sense to this 

little ditty as there is to a cross- 
question and silly answer contest. 
It wanders about aimlessly, getting 
nowhere, attempting to convey the 
uselessness of a musician’s fighting 
against his inner urge to express his 
individuality in music. 

Jackie Cooper is the boy who mar- 
ries Bonita Granville, a belle from 
New Orleans, joins a symphony or- 
chestra and leaves it to organize his 
own band. 

The one and only redeeming feature 
is the aggregation of popular band 
leaders for a fade-out finale. 

Adolphe Menjou looks uncomfort- 
able in a bit role. 


Your Reviewer Says: A great big dis- 
cord. 


Once Upon A Thursday (M-G-M) 


It's About: A housemaid who deter- 
mines to tell all in book form. 


EALLY, it’s not bad. For one thing, 
the acting of Marsha Hunt as the 
maid secretly married to employer 
Richard Carlson lifts it above the 
ordinary. The story amused us as well. 
Carlson, returning from a trip to 
Eskimo land, becomes engaged to 
Frances Drake, believing maid Marsha 
has long since divorced him. When he 
and the assembled guests at the en- 
eagement dinner party learn Marsha 
is about to publish a book of—shall 
we say memories—blue blood turns 
pale pink from fright. 
Marjorie Main as the cook, Virginia 
Weidler as Carlson’s younger sister, 
and Allyn Joslyn are most amusing. 


Your Reviewer Says: Gay as a ging- 
ham lunch cloth. 
(Continued on page 95) 
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READER OF PHOTOPLAY- 


war 7 er RROR WILL WANT 70 See 
movie 


| FRIENDLY 'NEMIES § 


Y IT’S FROM AMERICA’S MOST LOVED STAGE HIT! 
Y IT’S A GRAND COMEDY! 

/ IT’S A HEART EXCITING LOVE STORY! 

VY IT’S A STORY MILLIONS ARE LIVING TODAY! 


nee 


V “IT’S FROM THE PRODUCER OF - 
YOUR FAVORITE FILMS! 


(mRT! 3 € 
Mme AO TS 4 


EDWARD SMALL presents 4 : 3 who gave you 
= “ ‘ “Man In The 
FRIENDLY ENEMIES a Bes 

=e * 
ty a £ . x 


Charles WINNINGER + Charlie RUGGLES - James CRAIG + Nancy KELLY © HK A INH] Son “Corsi, 
with Ilka GRUNING - Otto KRUGER - Directed by Allan Dwan - Released thru United Artists PhS] Tee 


en by Adelaide Heilbron 


From the Comedy-Orama Stage Success by Samuel Shipman ‘and Aaron Hoffman - Adaptation for the scre 


WATCH FOR AN IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT ABOUT THIS PICTURE FROM A LEADING THEATRE IN YOUR CITY! 
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| wish you'd ask me 


As a nurse, I know tampons make 
sense. The freedom and comfort of in- 
ternal protection are wonderful! But, 
there are tampons and tampons! Do 
you wonder which is the best—the 
right tampon for you? Let me give you 


some answers... 


sure ? 


SAF ety cENT ER 


Is protection - 


“ut Tampons! 


r 


ss 


. i 


The secret of protection is quick, sure 
absorption! Meds absorb faster be- 
cause of their exclusive ‘‘safety center”’ 
feature. Meds—made of finest, pure 
cotton—hold more than 300% of their 


weight in moisture. 


What about comfort? 


a! 


For comfort a tampon 
must fit! Meds were sci- 
entifically designed to fit 
—by a woman’s doctor. 
Meds eliminate bulges 
— chafing—pins—odor! 
Each Meds comes in a one-time-use 
. SO easy to use! 


applicator .. 


And Meds actually cost Jess than 
any other tampons in individual appli- 
no more per box than 


Cators ... 





leading napkins. Try Meds! 


BOX OF 10—25¢ «+ 


BOX OF 50—98¢ 


hs 
Meds 





$ 


The Modes: Tampon 
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$10.00 PRIZE 
Open Letter to Clark Gable 


EAR CLARK: 
D First of all, I want to extend 


to you my deepest sympathy. 
I can imagine, to some small degree, 
how much Carole meant to you; how 
you miss her cheery companionship, 
her contagious sportsmanship. We'll 
all miss her—so please feel that we 
are eager to share your sorrow. 
But I want to ask you to think of 
us—the millions of your friends and 


| hers—and beg you not to make that 


loss twofold. We can’t bring Carole 
back, but we can try to persuade you 
not to leave us. Won’t you please 
stand by? The papers said the other 
day that you wouldn’t make any more 
pictures. Please don’t do that to us. 

I think Carole herself would be the 
first to urge you to be a good soldier 


| and not desert us. We wait for your 


pictures; we see your broad grin and 
you make us forget our troubles with 

that wicked twinkle in your eye. 
You can do more for morale by 
giving us laughs than by enlisting, as 
it is also rumored you may do—and 
I’m not discounting the fact that your 
services would be very valuable to 
Uncle Sam. But what I’m trying to 
say is, we need you here. Maybe, 
Clark, in helping us to forget, you’d 

be helping yourself, a little, too. 

Mrs. Marsorre Truitt, 

Snowden, N. C. 


See Gable’s final decision on p. 34. 









Speak 


FOR YOURSELE 


Joan Davis of Republic's 'Yo- 
kel Boy" kicks up her heels. 
She's just heard that twenty- 
four-gun salute that pays 
off to a California mem- 
ber of the khaki brotherhood 
for the letter on page 8! 





$5.00 PRIZE 
They Made Up At the Movies 


AST night, my husband and I went 

to see Katharine Hepburn and 
Spencer Tracy in “Woman Of The 
Year.” We were in a solemn mood 
because that afternoon we had dis- 
cussed a solution for a problem in 
our marriage. We felt that life was 
indeed complicated for us. Before 
many minutes the antics of Katharine 
and Spencer convulsed us with laugh- 
ter. Each hilarious scene reminded 
us that all married couples are con- 
fronted with difficult situations. By 
the time that Katharine added the 
yeast cake to the waffles and played 
“catch” with the toast, our shoulders 
felt lighter—our problem shrank to 
insignificance. 

Please give us more pictures of this 
type. They keep up the morale of the 
audiences during this troublesome 


era. 
Mrs. Perry WHITING, 


Ponca City, Okla. 


$1.00 PRIZE 
George Sanders Started This! 


O Mr. Sanders likes women in their 

place! And who is Mr. Sanders to 
say what woman’s place is! Ask the 
men at the battle fronts whom they 
prefer—a woman who can do nothing 
but sit whining at home or a woman 
who can hold down a job at Lock- 
heed? Do you suppose, Mr. Sanders, 
the Western frontier would have ever 
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been pushed back if woman had not 
been willing to take her share of the 
hardships? No, Mr. Sanders, it wasn’t 
your type of feminine women who 
helped put America on the map, nor 


will it be your type of women who will 


help win this war! 


The writer is employed as pay-roll | 


clerk for a large garment manufac- 
turer engaged in making clothes just 
now for the U.S. Army. About ninety- 
five percent of the employees are wo- 
men—feminine women, Mr. Sanders 
—who wear lipstick and bright finger- 
nail polish. Only they, unlike your 
type of feminine women, have a job 
to do and they know how to do it. 
Wake up, Mr. Sanders. This is A.D., 
not B.C. 
CLaupIA Case THAMES, 
Brookhaven, Miss. 


$1.00 PRIZE 
And G. S. Started This, Too! 


HAVE just finished reading the 

article about George Sanders. I 
enjoyed it because he is my favorite 
actor. In this article, it says he never 
has visitors, vanishes after a day’s 
work and it ends by saying he is a 
strange individual. 

To me, this doesn’t seem strange, 
because I do the same things myself. 
I believe George Sanders is just trying 
to lead a simple, wholesome life. 

To me, he is the most brilliant actor 
today—as John Barrymore once said. 
I hope George Sanders’ career lasts 
for a long time to come. 

Marie SOTHMAN, 
Grand Island, Neb. 


$1.00 PRIZE 


Entertainment Plus! 


HE movies are my chief source of 
entertainment. Primarily, that is 
my reason for going to see them, but 
I have still another: I like to learn 
from them. 
(Continued on page 81) 





PHOTOPLAY-MOVIE MIRROR awards the 
following prizes each month for the best let- 
ters submitted for publication: $10 first prize; 
$5 second prize; $1 each for every other letter 
published in full. Just write in what you think 
about stars or movies, in less than 200 words. 
Letters are judged on the basis of clarity 
and originality, and contributors are warned | 
that plagiarism from previously published | 
material will be prosecuted to the full extent | 
of the law. Please do not submit letters of 
which copies have been made to send to 
other publications; this is poor sportsmanship 
and has resulted, in the past, in embarrass- 
ing situations for all concerned, as each letter 
is published in this department in good faith. 
Owing to the great volume of contributions 
received by this department, we regret that 
it is impossible for us to return unaccepted 
material. Accordingly we strongly recom- 
mend that all contributors retain a copy of 
any manuscript submitted to us. Address your 
letter to "Speak for Yourself," PHOTOPLAY- 
MOVIE MIRROR, 205 East 42nd St., New 
York City, N. Y. 
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EVELYN KEYES 
in “Flight Captain’’ 


A COLUMBIA PICTURE 


.--give your lips an alluring 





BRUNETTE 


color accent! 


HERE are lovely reds, glamorous reds, dramatic 
reds...exclusive with Tru-Color Lipstick... 





created in original lifelike shades of red based 


on a new, patented* color principle discovered BROWNETTE 
by Max Factor Hollywood. 


Try Tru-Color Lipstick...designed to accent 
the individual beauty of your type...the color 





stays on through every lipstick test. Smooth in 
é < : d ; 7 7 
texture...non-drying, too...it will help keep REDHEAD 


your lips soft and lovely...one dollar. 

















*U.S. Patents No. 2157667; 2211465 






COMPLETE your 
make-up in color 
harmony with Max 
Factor Hollywood 


Powder and Rouge. 


* Woo 
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MAVIS TALCUM 


FOR BODY BEAUTY 


clothes you in a beguiling film of 
fragrance . . . keeps you daintily 
fresh for hours. Use Mavis lavishly, 


every day. Buy Mavis today . . . at 


ait 


& 


all cosmetic counters. 
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FRAGRANCE/ OF LOWERS 


1 CUM_ 


A. ee ee ee 





, ae AS 


Dr. Datoe's 
New Baby Book 


Yours ... Practically as a Gift 











Here it is mothers—the book you've always wanted 
and it’s yours practically as a gift In this new book 
How to Raise Your Baby. Dr. Allan Roy Dafoe gives 
you the very help you've always wanted. This world- 
famous doctor answers the problems that face you 
daily. He discusses breast feeding—bottle feeding—first 
solid foods—-toilet training—how fast your child should 
grow—new facts about sunshine and vitamins—sum- 
mer complaints—sensible clothing—diarrhea— jaundice 
—infection—nervous children—skinny children 

While they last you can get your copy of this big, new 
book entitled How to Raise Your Baby for only 25c— 
and we pay the postage. Mail order TODAY 


BARTHOLOMEW HOUSE, Inc., Dept. Ph-6 
205 East 42nd Street, New York, New York 
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| Deep look for 





“Deep In Th 
Texas"; Robert Stack and Anne Gwynne 


BRIEF REVIEWS 


VINDICATES PICTURE WAS RATED “GOOD” WHEN REVIEWED 









e Heart Of 





VV INDICATES PICTURE WAS RATED “OUTSTANDING” WHEN REVIEWED 


Y ADVENTURES OF MARTIN EDEN, THE 

Columbia: An unpleasant tale with Glenn Ford 
is the seaman and Ian MacDonald the brutal ship’s 
captain. Ford tries to become famous as an author 
so he can publish the ship’s diary to expose the 
brutality of conditions aboard ship and thus free 
his friend Stuart Erwin. (May) 


1FFAIRS OF JIMMY VALENTINE—Republic: 
Dennis O'Keefe is a brash young tadio publicity 
nan who dreams up a gag of locating a Jimmy Il’a 
‘mee to revive a drooping radio serial. He finds 
is Lulentine all right, but it leads to murder. Gloria 
ickson and Ruth Terry are very good. (July) 





ALMOST VWARRIED—Universal: When Jane 
Frazee’s baggage goes to Robert Paige’s apartment 


ind his to hers, it leads to romantic complications 
for them both. It’s kind of cute. (June) 
ALWAYS IN MY HEART—Warners: Kay Fran- 


cis decides to marry wealthy Sidney Blackmer to 


improve the opportunities of her children, Gloria 


Warren and Frankie Thomas, After her husband, 
Walter Huston, is paroled from prison, he goes 
incownito to his family’s small town and straight 


It’s warm and friendly and 
(June) 


ens out the children. 
Gloria Warren has a beautiful voice. 


BASHFUL BACHFELOR—RKO-Radio: Lum and 
Abne yme to the screen in a movie that’s in keep- 
« with their radio roles. Chester Lauck (Lum) 1s 
sweet on Zasu Pitts and almost exterminates his pal, 
(Abner), trying to impress Zasu with 


yrrris Gott 
l (June) 


ills le@roism., 
BLACK DRAGONS—Monogram: A ridiculous pot- 
pourri of nonsense, this, all about a Nazi-inspired 
| Bela Lugosi, who makes over six 


surae 


Japanese to | 


wk like American industrialists so they 
in steal our plans like mad. It’s silly. (June) 
B ' ET SCARS—Warners: Regis Toomey ts a 
i lled to treat a wounded gangster and he 


es a clever idea for being rescued from mob 


Howard daSylva who is detaining him be- 
tse he knows too much, You never saw such 
s ting. You never saw such a picture, either. 
; HW MINDS THE BABYS Universal: 
Typical Damon Runyon, amusing and completely in 
haracter, is this comedy of a paroled convict. 
Broderick Crawford, who saves young widow Vir 
zit Brnee from suicide and falls in love with her 
yabyy Brod even gets Virginia a job in a night 
ib run by crook Porter Hall and minds the baby 

» she’s at work. With Dick Foran. (June) 
Y CAPTAINS OF THE CLOUDS—Warners: 


Chis timely picture is about the training of Bush 
Country recruits to become R.C.A.F. flyers, and 
has many exciting moments. ‘The story has Jimmy 
Cagney as an undisciplined sky-riding hijacker who 


earns the enmity of pilots Dennis Morgan, Reginald 
Gardiner and Alan Hale for his unethical conduct, 
but gets regenerated. With Brenda Marshall. ( May) 


CORPSE VANISHES, THE—Monogram: Brides 
mysteriously disappear all over the place until girl 
reporter Luana Walters sets out to investigate. She 
finally traces the missing brides to the lair of Bela 
Lugo-i, a screwy scientist. where perfectly dreadful 
doings have been done. (July) 
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K COURTSHIP OF ANDY HARDY, THE— 
1-G-M: Another winner, packed with genial en- 
tertainment is this latest in the series, in which 
Mickey Rooney must take out poor little rich girl 
Donna Reed, though his heart still belongs to Ann 
Rutherford. (May) 


DANGEROUSLY THEY LIVE — Warners: 
Nancy Coleman is the British girl spy who lands in 
a New York hospital where John Garfield is in- 
terning and with his aid brings about the downfall 
of a Nazi spy ring. Raymond Massey is the Nazi 
head and Moroni Olsen his chief henchman. (May) 


FINGERS AT THE WINDOW M-G M: Basil 
Re thbone is ‘the ruthless killer who hypnotizes psy 
chopathics into killing his victims. Laraine Day is 
pa to be his latest v1 ctim when along comes Lew 
Ayres. Rather interesting. (June) 


FLY BY NIGHT—Paramount: Richard Carlson 
has to escape the law because he’s accused of mur- 
der, so he forces artist Nancy Kelly to accompany 
him so she won't sketch his picture and reveal him 
to the police. The result is harrowing. (June) 


FRISCO LiL—Universal: Irene Hervey goes to 
work for a gambling club in order to help her ol’ 
gambling daddy, Minor Watson. but this alienates 
the family of her fiance, Kent Taylor. (May) 


GENTLEMAN AFTER DARK, A—Small-U.A.: 
Gentleman crook Brian Donlevy surrenders to Pres 
ton Foster on co mndition that Foster 2 ypt his baby. 
When the baby’s mother, Miriam Hopkins, and her 
partner in crime, Philip Reed, a Hoven to ruin the 
girl's happiness, Donlevy breaks out of prison to 
stop them. It doesn’t matter much. (June) 


GHOST OF FRANKENSTEIN, THE—Univer- 
sal: It seems the monster is still alive, this time 
played by Lon Chaney, so Sir Cedric Hardwicke 


decides to give him a nice, kind new brain, but 
after a double-cross, he gets the sly br iin of Bela 
Lugosi. so things are just as bad as bef re. Ralph 
Bellamy and Evelyn Ankers are romantic. (June) 


VY GOLD RUSH, THE—Chaplin: A must for 
( 


1 
everyone is this re-issue of Chaplin’s never-to be 


forgotten comedy. The narration takes the place of 
the subtitles: the adventures of the little tramp in 
the gold-mad Klondike are as appealing as ever. 
(June) 


YGREAT MAN’S LADY, THI Paramount: 
Barbara » itsinech does a wonderful job as the old 
lady who reveals to a young biographer the story 
of her part in the life history of a great senator, 
Joel McCrea. McCrea is very good as the weak- 
ling molded into a great man bs a greater woman, 
and Brian Donlevy is the strong man in her life. 
(June) 


Yl MARRIED AN ANGEL—M-G-M: Much 
below the standard of Nelson Eddy and Jeanette 
MacDonald is this bit of trivia taken from the stag 

play. Nelson is a Budapest playboy who falls in 
love with an unsophisticated little clerk in his bank, 
One night he ne ams she’s an angel. He awakes 
to find not an angel but the girl he loves. (July) 


VIN THIS OUR LIFE—Warners: This unpleas 
ant picture about a selfish woman isn't Bette 
Davis’s best picture by a long shot. Olivia de 
Havilland plays Bette’s good sister, Dennis Mor- 
gan is the man Bette drives to suicide, and George 
Brent the man fortunate enough to escape her. 


(July) 


VY INVADERS, THE—Columbia: An impres- 
sive masterpiece, this story of seven Nazis stranded 
on Canadian soil. The performances of Leslie 
Howard as a vacationing author, Laurence Olivier, 
a French-Canadian trapper, and Raymond Massey, 
a Canadian soldier, are outstanding. But equally 
fine are Niall MacGinnis, Eric Portman and Glynis 
Johns. (May) 


I WAS FRAMED—Warners: Michael Ames is 
framed by political crooks, but he breaks jail and 
flees with his wife, Julie Bishop, to another town 
where he becomes a newspaper editor. But he’s 
blackmailed before he finally discovers he’s been 
cleared of the former charge. (July) 


JUKE GIRL—Warners: Appalled by the conditions 
of farmers and workers under racketeering Gene 
Lockhart, Ronald Reagan sides with farmer George 
Tobias, although his friend Richard Whorf throws 
in his lot with Lockhart. Ann Sheridan, traveling 
juke girl, falls in love with Reagan, and the two of 
them find themselves accused of murder. It’s all 
pretty dull. (July) 


VV JUNGLE BOOK—Korda: A pageantry of 
sound and color and beauty, with Sabu as the boy 
raised by wolves who is forced by the tiger to take 
refuge in a small village. There he finds his real 
mother, Rosemary deCamp, but when the greedy 
men of the village learn he guards the secret of 
hidden treasures they force him back to the jungle. 
It’s delightfuily fantastic entertainment. (June) 


VY KID GLOVE KILLER—M-G-M: Intelligent 
writing, acting and directing combine to make this 
B picture one to shout about. Van Heflin as the 
scientific crime detective, Lee Bowman his friend 
as a killer who places a bomb in the reform 
mayor’s car, and Marsha Hunt as the girl who 


(Continued on page 99) 
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““YOU MAY HAVE SEEN US... performing as drum majorettes...at the Chicago 
Bears’ football games...or other places. You know we really do look a lot alike. 
When we made the tooth powder test, Mother suggested that Shirley be the one 
to use Pepsodent. I chose another leading brand.** 


, “IT SURE TURNED OUT to be a 
: swell suggestion...for Shirley! While 
her teeth had never been quite as 
' bright as mine, after she used 
; Pepsodent her teeth became easily 
: twice as bright! Mother was so im- 
pressed she immediately switched 
to Pepsodent and could hardly wait 
til I did./” 



















“Two Cheers! 
Pepsodent 
leads the 
parade 

with us!” 










For the safety of your smile... . 4 
use Pepsodent twice a day... ae 
see your dentist twice a year! “<< 
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band = successor to “TO THE SHORES OF 
1 e! TRIPOLI!" Action! Thrills! With a climax 


that will make you stand up and cheer! 








GEORGE 


MONTGOMERY - 





LAIRD CREGAR © John Shepperd ¢ Victor Francen 


Directed by HENRY HATHAWAY © Produced & WILLIAM PERLBERG 
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CENTURY- FOX 
TRIUMPH! 





ASK THE MANAGER OF YOUR FAVORITE THEATRE WHEN THIS STIRRING PICTURE IS COMING! 
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magazines began publication, a movie star is not being 

featured on the cover. Instead, Paul Hesse’s stirring 
color photograph of our flag strikes a militant note. As 
you look at the newsstands of America this month you 
have the sense of one huge Stars and Stripes on display. 
That was the original purpose of the Magazine Publishers 
Association in the suggestion that every magazine on sale 
Independence Day of this year have a flag cover. In a 
field of intense circulation competition and bitter editorial 
rivalry, publishers, one by one, agreed to lay aside all 
personal motive in order to join this visible, outward 
display of publishing patriotism. 

The flag on the cover of Photoplay-Movie Mirror 
dramatizes a fact that has not been greatly emphasized— 
the fact of Hollywood’s refusal to accept draft deferment 
for its actors. Significant proof is the row of small photo- 
graphs displayed on the cover beneath the flag. A few 
months ago, General Hershey, selective service director, 
announced that movies were necessary to maintain 
moraie. 

Therefore, it was said, men working in this essen- 
tial industry should be eligible for possible deferment. 
It was not an announcement Hollywood either sought 
or relished. After the ruling had been made, Hollywood 
refused to accept it. Actors continued to be drafted and 
stars who still had 3-A classifications continued to join 
the armed services. 

Hollywood was right. Your letters have told me so. 
You may recall that recently I asked you to write me 
your honest opinions on this highly important question. 
Letters poured in, each weighing the issue earnestly. 
And the results? Two to one, you voted that Hollywood 
actors should do their share of the fighting! 

This they are already doing. Twelve well-known 
players are on the cover. But there are others, some of 
whom there was no room to include; others who since 
this cover was designed and engraved have enlisted or 
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whose intention of doing so has been announced. There 
are Tony Martin, Victor Mature, Craig Reynolds, Robert 
Preston, MacDonald Carey, Eddie Albert, John Trent, 
Phil Terry, Stirling Hayden, Alan Ladd, Lew Ayres (now 
in the Medical Corps), Jackie Coogan, Dan Dailey Jr., 
Buddy Rogers, Herbert Anderson, John Beal, George 
Brent, Robert Sterling, Richard Barthelmess. 

I do not believe I have included every name here, for 
some are joining without advance notice to studio or 
editor. And soon, as the intensity of war ignites this 
country’s efforts into a roaring blaze, many more from 
Hollywood’s ranks will be in uniform. 


HOPE this list of names somehow helps to bring home 

to you personally a realization of the proportions of 
the struggle we have ahead. Some may argue that it is 
not the place of a movie magazine to talk about such 
real facts. I don’t agree. At a time when every citizen 
must join hands with every other citizen, there can be 
no staking out a small plot and posting a sign which 
reads: No Admittance To Anything Connected With War. 
If, through any words of mine, I can help to end the 
senseless and blind wave of optimism that has seized 
us all, I shall feel that this page has made a contribution. 

I hope you are not one who has allowed wishful think- 
ing to wash over and drown out sober truth. Or have 
you perhaps begun to think that before many more weeks 
or months, the blessing of peace will have touched us? 
Then, unconsciously, you have begun to injure our 
chances of victory. You have helped to spread an 
optimism that is dulling the edge of our war sword. There 
is, with overconfidence, a dangerous letting down, a 
demoralizing slackening of effort. Our enemies are many, 
their resources are treble what they had when we en- 
tered the war. Victory is there to be seen from the top 
of the highest peak. Let us scale those heights first and 
not falsely feast our eyes now on the mirage of an early 
and easy winning. 
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First meeting: The 
crew watched that glance breathlessly 


about to make his Hollywood 
debut, walked onto the set of 
“Mrs. Miniver” to be presented to the 
star of the production, Greer Garson. 

“Mrs. Miniver, may I present your 
son?” asked Director William Wyler, 
who was doing the honors. 

Greer, laughing with correct polite- 
ness, looked up, prepared to see the 
usual young actor. Instead, she ob- 
served a tall, very slender fellow with 
a sensitive, studious face. He was 
dressed, not in the flashing tweeds of 
the West, but with quiet effectiveness. 

Richard Ney looked down, undoubt- 
edly expecting the Greer Garson 
American movies have portrayed, an 
almost poisonously understanding, tol- 
erant young matron. What he saw was 
a pale, humorous face framed in an 
incredible nimbus of red-gold hair. 
He saw the Garson figure, as it is, 
which is something quite different 
from the screen Garson figure which 
has always been padded, for reasons 
of characterization, all out of its highly 


AR about « NEY, a Broadway actor 
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Sometimes a man can look once into a wo- 





Miniver" 


seductive proportions. His startled 
blue eyes flashed to her slender ankles, 
even as Greer’s startled green eyes 
took heed of the width of his shoul- 
ders; and then their delighted glances 
met again, met and locked and held. 

At that moment in armament plants, 
in steam laundries, in bread factories 
and such busy places, clock hands 
kept right on sedately moving around 
clock faces. But on the set of “Mrs. 
Miniver” time froze, while two pairs 
of glamorous eyes melted, while two 
gay hearts started thumping and while 
all the Metro-ites within watching dis- 
tances got ice to the feet. 

The Metro heads held three distinct 
thoughts; the Metro fear beat as one. 
The Metro-ites knew the bitter truth 
of Hollywood, the cruel fact that mar- 
riage hurts the popularity of any star, 
male more than female, but even fe- 
male enough to make a depressing 
difference at the box office. There sat 
Greer Garson, one of the capital in- 
vestments of a success-mad industry 
and there stood Richard Ney, who 


man's eyes and find there 
something that will 
Hollywood's most exciting 


hidden love story—the ro- 
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hold him forever. 





mance of Greer Garson and Richard Ney 


might or might not be a comer. And 
somewhere across the lot, undoubt- 
edly busy as six beavers, there worked 
Benny Thay, an intelligent, quiet gen- 
tlemanly executive, who had been 
hopelessly in love with Greer Garson 
for four years. 

The Metro-ites fear was set on fire 
by the visible flash in those two hand- 
some pans as they gazed on one an- 
other. Those watchers knew the fatal 
flame when they saw it. Just suppose 
it were real? Suppose it worked itself 
up to love? Suppose, heaven forbid, 
that it ended in matrimony? What, oh 
what would happen then? 

That is what all Hollywood is won- 
dering today, some five months after 
their first romantic meeting. “Mrs. 
Miniver” is finished and previewed 
and promises not only to be both an 
artistic and box-office smash but to 
make Greer Garson one of the top 
stars of all Hollywood and Richard 
Ney very much among those present 
on the glory road. 

And Richard Ney and Greer Garson 
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are dating almost nightly. Richard 
Ney tells everyone he encounters how 
completely, utterly and devastatingly 
he is in love. Greer says nothing, but 
her happiness is as luminous as a 
searchlight sweeping a blackout sky. 

It is the very glow of that happiness 
that lets you know how lonely Greer 
has been until now, how much she has 
wanted this laughter and this gaiety 
and this youth that have been brought 
to her. 

You know now, of course, that 
Greer Garson was married when she 
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First date: Greer and Dick went 
dancing together, asked photo- 
graphers not to snap them, be- 
came so interested in each other 
they forgot the clicking cameras 





came to this country in 1938. Holly- 
wood didn’t know it then. Hollywood, 
in fact, knew little of Miss Garson and 
cared less. That she had been a terrific 
hit on the London stage, that she had 
had one great and tragic love in her 
life, that she had married another man 
but had stayed a wife to him for less 
than a month, and that she was brainy, 
sensitive and madly romantic never 
entered Hollywood’s mind. Until her 
tremendous hit in “Good-bye, Mr. 
Chips” they ignored her and let her, 
for eleven months, sit home, night 


after night, in a tiny house on the 
quietest of Beverly Hills streets, 
heartsick, defeated and consumed with 
the longing for laughter and for love. 

Benny Thau, a gentleman and a 
student, had met her on her first day 
at the studio. He started calling on her 
almost at once. That is, he called 
whenever his work didn’t get in the 
way. But his work got in the way nine 
nights out of ten. It does with any 
Hollywood executive. If you are mar- 
ried to a movie executive it is possible 
to stand that (Continued on page 94) 
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Quedtions I‘Dare 


This is going to burn Holly- 
wood up—because Hedda's 


hep to the answers herself! 


HERE'S a silly old game called 

“Twenty Questions” I used to play 

so long ago that I barely remem- 
ber how it goes. But now everybody’s 
playing it, so what’s to hinder Hopper 
from having a go at it? Just to prove 
I’m no piker I’m going to pick the 
toughest opponent I know to play my 
game with—Hollywood. 

It’s a past master at riddles, this 
town where even the birds use 
double-talk. But at that you'll get 
more real information from the birds 
than you will from the poker-face 
bigwigs who sit behind the mahogany 
and play dumb. They’re dumb—like 
the Quiz Kids! 

Well, fools rush in, they say. So 
here are twenty questions I dare 
Hollywood to answer! I'll even talk 
out of turn and give a few answers 
myself, which shows what a long neck 
our granny has. 

1. What’s the angle on the Ida 
Lupino-Louis Hayward situation? 

Well, it’s very different from the 
usual one. Here are two tempera- 
ments as unlike as day and _ night. 
Ida came over here, got off on the 
wrong foot, as far as her career was 


= gen 
n is Hoppe ® 


Ten-carat Goldwy question 


Wright 
the Terese 
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BY HEDDA 
HOPPER 


concerned, was much younger than 
anybody had any idea of, was given 
the silliest, most asinine ingenues ever 
seen on the screen, and all the time 
she knew she was an actress. Her 
trouble was—how to prove it? Well, 
prove it she did, by walking out of a 
year’s contract at $1750 a week. Just 
about this time she fell in love with 
Louis Hayward, who had his training 
in the Noel Coward school. Every- 
thing must be charm—and more 
charm. I saw him first in one of Noel’s 
lesser plays called “Point Verlaine,” 
in which he stole the show from Lynn 
Fontanne and Alfred Lunt, which is 
no mean stealing. And when Director 
Eddie Goulding was looking for a 
young man to play a certain role, I 
suggested Louis Hayward; it was on 
that suggestion that they brought him 
out, tested him and he got his start in 
pictures. He’s serious, wrapped up 
in his career; and now that Ida has 
made a great success as a dramatic, 
emotional actress, I think she’d like 
all the romance and adulation that go 
with it. And I have a hunch she’s not 
getting it. But whether they separate 
and divorce is (Continued on page 80) 
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These four people have fascinated a great star. You may know 


others like them. If you do, Bette Davis wants to hear about 


it. You'll want to tell her when you see the end of this story 


By 


PHOTOPLAY combined with MOVIE MIRROR 














| ’M GOING to tell you a short story I heard the other 
day. 

isn’t very complicated—but its main character is a 
terrific person, to my way of thinking, and there is drama 
enough in what she has done. Her name is Mary. She is 
a medium-sized girl with a nice, earnest face, brown hair 
and strong, capable fingers. She lives in half of a small 
duplex on the outskirts of Hollywood, where rents are 
cheap, because her small salary must buy room enough 
for her mother and her aunt, besides herself. 

Since she got out of high school three years ago, Mary 
has worked in a smart beauty parlor (called a Salon de 
Beauté by the woman who runs it), giving shampoos and 
finger waves. Good ones. Until recently, when war and 
taxes made the clients closer about money, her tips were 
enough to buy her an occasional new dress in the base- 
ment of a fairly good department store. She couldn't 
complain, as she sometimes said to the young insurance 
salesman named Henry who took her dancing Wednesday 
nights and to the movies on Saturday. She was doing 
all right. But the first time she had to rip up two old 
dresses to make a dirndl and blouse that Henry would 
think were new, she got a little peeved. It wasn’t just 
the tips—Henry had been called up by the Army and was 
leaving in two weeks, for heaven knew where. There 
went their plans: The marriage next year, the separate 
apartment for the two of them, the baby they wanted 
later on. 

It was just about this time, furthermore, that Mary 
discovered she couldn’t turn on the radio or open a paper 
without being told she ought to dig down for war bonds. 
That was just fine, thought Mary. That and the price of 
fresh eggs and Henry’s draft notice, she could do without. 

She got up early the day Henry left and stood on the 
sidewalk with him until his bus came. He'd sold his car 
the week before, at a loss. “But I still have seven hundred 
dollars,” he told her. “When I come back .. .” 

“What bank’s it in?” she asked, for something to say. 

“T bought bonds.” 


She was suddenly angry. “You’re not doing enough, I 











Those fabulous 
tresses of hers 
were her Holly- 
wood fortune. 
But what woman 
wouldn't cut 
her hair for 


something 
like this? 
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It is not sentimental or romantic and the plot 





suddenly to 
herself, the brush suspend- 


Mary smiled 
ed in mid-air. Wouldn't 
Henry be surprised! 


suppose, giving up everything, going out to fight—” 

“I don’t get you,” he said. “It’s a good investment. And 
what’s safer than the Government?” 

She walked on up to the shop later, with her lipstick 
smeared from his kiss, and that day she didn’t talk much 
but worked steadily, and that evening she sat down with 
a book, but didn’t read it. Finally she tossed it aside, 
rummaged through a closet until she found a clean square 
of cardboard, hunted up a red pencil and began to print. 

Her mother watched her curiously. “What are you 
doing?” 

Mary showed her the card. It said: Scalp Treatment 
and Finger Wave—Evenings. “It’s for the front window,” 
Mary explained. 

Her mother looked doubtful. “But would it be fair to 
your employer to start up in competition?” 

“There isn’t any competition, Mom. The women in our 
neighborhood never go down to the fancy beauty shops 
in town.” 

“But you haven't got that kind of an operator’s license!” 
her mother objected. 

“This isn’t professional work. It’s just practice and 
the shop will be glad that I'll be getting extra experience. 
Whatever they pay me goes for war bonds. They can 
cive me war stamps if they want to.” 

“But after you’ve worked all day!” her mother cried 
ndignantly. “Giving up your evenings—you can’t tell 
me the Government , 

“It'll be something to do.” Mary went over and stuck 
the card in the window. “Henry will be surprised,” she 
added, smiling suddenly. 


HAT’S the story. Mary really lives in that duplex in 

Hollywood, and I’ve seen the sign. Her customers are 
mostly women who work during the day and are grateful 
for a chance to have their hair done after hours. At this 
writing, she’s got almost a hundred dollars worth of 
bonds in her safe box, to add to Henry’s when he gets 
home. I don’t know, frankly, what she thought about 
the day he left or what changed (Continued on page 68) 
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Stork Scoop! Behind a 


plate-glass window Photoplay- 


Movie Mirror interviews Alice 


Faye Jr. when she is just 


three days old. P.S.: Mother 


and father doing well 


BY ROSEMARY WEST 


Family-tree pose: Parents 
Alice Faye and Phil Harris 


fy mma te by fic. | 


personal history of 

Alice Faye Jr. is 

very short and 

sweet though she 

can write in her 

future book that she 
gave her first interview when she was 
three days old. 

If it was a new experience for her, 
it was a new experience for us, too. 
There is a first time for everything, 
but this was certainly the first time a 
star had ever been interviewed 
through a plate-glass window. Fur- 
thermore, her manners were nothing 
to brag about, since she slept pro- 
foundly through the historic occasion, 
not giving out with so much as one 
bubble or one good yell, just lay there, 
a tiny hunk with a fluff of down atop 
her head, a small screwed-up face and 
the most ridiculous dot of a nose you 
ever saw. 

Maybe she was bored, bored as be- 
fits a baby who came into this world 
with 350 pairs of hand-knit booties 
waiting for her to step into them, with 
handmade blankets piled high to the 
ceiling, with so many handmade 
dresses that her mother gave up 
counting them, with five fully 
equipped baby baths and with a bas- 
sinette with everything attached save 
a garage and a new car. 

Talking to her mother wasn’t much 
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help either, though it was easy to find 
her. You merely followed your nose 
down the flower-bedecked hospital 
corridors to her room, while the nurses 
whispered how the flowers kept on 
arriving, how Alice looked at them all 
and treasured the cards but ordered 
the flowers given away again, first to 
all the new mothers and then to the 
wards. The flowers were so numerous 
that soon the whole hospital was 
loaded with them. They were in every 
ward and room and in the nurses’ 
quarters and on all the meal trays, 
but still they kept on coming until 
they overflowed into the neighbor- 
hood homes. 

It was easy to see that Alice Faye, 
the First, was still too tired to talk, 
though her big eyes shone like Santa 
Claus Lane on December twenty- 
fourth. She looked as only a com- 
pletely happy girl can look after she 
has first known motherhood; and 
there are no words for that. 

She whispered, in that warm, ex- 
citing voice of hers, “Go see Phil. 
He'll tell you everything,” and then 
she smiled, and it tore the heart out 
of you, it was so beautiful. 

Over at the Los Angeles Biltmore 
Bowl, Phil Harris was busy playing. 
He was waving his baton around and 
the piano, next to him, was littered 
white with cards that said Miss Mil- 


dred Subdeb and Mrs. George Nobody 
and Mrs. Oscar Smalltown were hav- 
ing birthdays today and Mr. and Mrs. 
Jack So-an-so were celebrating their 
wedding anniversary and Private 
Tinamambob was there celebrating 
his last night before he went into 
service. 

Phil came over to the table to talk 
between the (Continued on page 98) 


C fene Jierney: Appearing in 
Twentieth Century-Fox's 
"Thunder Birds". . 
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( lick ( fable: Appearing in 
M-G-M's ‘Somewhere I'll 
Find You"... 
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Cfary Cceper: Appearing in 
Goldwyn's "The Pride Of 
The Yankees". . . 
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Joan ( ruwpford: Appearing in 
Columbia's ‘They All 
Kissed The Bride" 
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Clark with Carole 
in their happy 
ranch-time 


How Clark 





that tragic January day when a 

plane bearing Carole Lombard 
and her mother, Mrs. Peters, Otto 
Winkler, Clark Gable’s best friend 
and personal press agent, and fifteen 
young Army pilots crashed against the 
barren slopes of Table Mountain in 
Nevada, killing all on board. 

These months since: he lost Carole 
have been the blackest months Gable 
has ever experienced, even though 
none of his life, prior to his first movie 
success in 1931, was ever easy. 

Many rumors have been circulated 
about him during this time. There 
were stories that he was going into 
the Army as a buck private, that he 
had enlisted in the Navy, that he had 
a commission in the Signal Corps, that 
he was selling the Encino ranch that 
had been his and Carole’s honeymoon 
house, and that he was retiring from 
the screen. 

None of these stories is true, though 
the fact that each was reliably printed 
and many of them believed is per- 
fectly understandable since Clark did 
consider each of these ideas in turn, 


S: months have now passed since 
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only to reject them all eventually. 

This is the truth concerning Clark 
Gable today: He is not going into 
active military service. He is not sell- 
ing the ranch. He is going on with 
pictures. But the reasons that have 
determined these decisions reveal the 
changed Gable, this strong and com- 
plex man who after his exquisite 
wife’s death discovered through his 
tragic loneliness that he had loved her 
even more than he had ever realized. 

You have doubtless read a score of 
times that to know Gable even slight- 
ly is to worship him. We repeat it 
here, only because the way he has 
risen over his sorrow is- due to those 
qualities his friends have always 
known lay deep and secret within his 
personality. The dashing, debonaire, 
devil-may-care Gable you have seen 
so often on screen is definitely one 
side of his personality. But there is 
another side to him, the side which 
you will see more frequently in the 
future. 

Six months of lonely nights and 
bitter days have left their mark on 
Clark, as you will observe when you 





rumors of the past six months, 
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Lest you may believe those 


we give you the thought-pro- 


voking truth about Gable today 





e is Conquering 





see “Red Light.” To take merely one 
slight example: Until now he has 
always had trouble keeping his weight 
down. Yet within one week after 
Carole’s loss, he dropped twenty 
pounds and he hasn’t yet been able to 
regain even half of that. 

Another thing is that until this 
spring it was almost instinctive with 
Gable to do what he wanted to do 
when he wanted to do it. That nick- 
name “King” wasn’t tacked on him 
by mere accident. 

Clark may always have been gay 
and kidding about his requests, yet 
he’s always made them with the as- 
sured air of a guy who had the power 
to back up his requests and see to it 
that they were granted. 

But these six months he has been 
up against the most brutal of realities. 
He had lost the person who was the 
most impor- (Continued on page 74) 


Right: A picture of Clark 
posed before Carole's death, 
with the smile he lost 
but is fighting to regain 
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In Central Par 


had moved to a new set. The 

camera crew was setting up. The 
director and script writer were work- 
ing on new dialogue. The company 
waited on the sidelines. 

“No one go away,” called the as- 
sistant director. “We'll be rehearsing 
any minute. No one go away. We’re 
already behind schedule. We’ve got 
to step on it!” 

Veronica Lake shook her hair out 
of her eye. She looked unhappy. An 
item she had read in a gossip column 
that morning concerned her. It was 
completely unimportant really. Most 
girls would have read it, thrown the 
paper aside and forgotten it entirely. 
But Veronica, new to Hollywood’s 
limelight, had yet to accustom herself 
to columnists’ personal remarks. 

Bored with waiting, the men on the 
set began to kid Veronica about that 
item. 

“What is it they’re going to call you 
for advertising purposes?” someone 
asked. “The Blonde Bombshell, isn’t 
it?” 

She managed a small smile. She 
was just realizing, with horror, that 
the column in which that item ap- 
peared was syndicated; that John 
Detlie, her husband, on location with 
a Metro company outside Gallup, New 


T b= “I Wanted Wings” company 
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This yime. she's shree 


Mexico, was probably being kidded 
about it too. 

An older actor, wiser than the rest, 
saw the storm warning cloud Veron- 
ica’s eyes. “Don’t let them get you 
down, Miss Lake,” he said protec- 
tively. 

Tears spilled from Veronica’s eyes. 
She pushed back her chair and ran 
from the stage. She stopped at her 
dressing room for a polo coat and 
went on to her car. She was on her 
way to John Detlie in New Mexico. 
She had to tell him how much she 
loved him and hear how much he 
loved her; even if columnists did make 
personal remarks about her. She had 
to assure John, once more, that he had 
only to say the word and she would 
give up her career, gladly. 

She drove pell-mell through the 
valley and reached the mountains at 
night. There was a high fog. Only 
now and then could she see the stars. 
Towards morning it started to snow. 
Every few miles she had to get out 
and clear a little window on her 
windshield in order to see. She grew 
numb with cold. It became skiddy. 
Her car no longer held the road. On 
a steep downgrade she lost control. 
She shut off the ignition and let the 
car go. It tumbled over the side of the 
road, crashing over rocks and through 
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wintering in Florida, 
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years older 


, ORMISTON 


underbrush. Then,. by a miracle, it 
came to a stop against a miniature 
boulder. 

She crawled back up to the road. 
High overhead. coyotes howled. Final- 
ly a ramshackle car came along. In it 
were a man and his wife and their 
baby on their way back to the Ozarks. 
They looked at her suspiciously. Her 
grease paint was smeared. She was 
streaked with blood. 

“Where you aiming to go?” the 
woman asked. 

“T’d like you to drop me off at Flag- 
staff,” Veronica said. “I'll pay you 
well.” 

At Flagstaff she arranged for her 
car to be brought in for repairs and 
hired another to take her on to Gallup. 
It was noon when she got there. John 
was off on location. The production 
manager’s wife got her to bed and 
sent for John and a doctor. 

“You have two broken toes and 
you’ve cut yourself badly,” the doc- 
tor told her. “You haven’t suffered 
too much-——so far—because the cold 
acted as an anesthesia.” 

John came back to the hotel as fast 
as he could. 

“Maybe you should call Para- 


‘mount,” she whispered, safe in his 


arms. “They don’t know where I am.” 
“Baby,” (Continued on page 71) 
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Dick Arlen played with "Old Long 
Tack” in "Wings," was an eye -wit- 
ness to the pretzels incident 


At the Academy dinner with Mrs. Coop- 
er, Gary looked nicely nonchalant, 
fooled no one who was in the know 


| at Hollywoo 


— 


“Coop's” mother, Mrs. Charles 
Cooper, cover-up for one of 
Gary's secret Hollywood activities 
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The victim is ''Silent-Slim'’ Cooper; the subject, a ‘Things | Never 


Knew Before" exposé. The result? Eyebrow-raising! 


E STARTED our research in 
Wt matter of what people 

think of Gary Cooper by ac- 
cepting the much publicized charac- 
terization of him as a very swell guy 
who positively won’t talk. It was im- 
pressed upon us that compared to 
Gary the Sphinx ‘is just another Bob 
Hope; that he falls asleep on the set 
every time the director’s back is 
turned and that the big part of an 
assistant’s job on his pictures is to 
wake him up in time for each take. 

We were also advised that he has a 
five-thousand-word vocabulary—four 
thousand, nine hundred and ninety of 
which are yeahs, uh-huhs, yups and 
nopes. 

Then we began to talk to the people 
who really know Gary. 

Cecil B. DeMille, who has made 
about as many pictures with Gary as 
any of them, certainly doesn’t think 
Cooper is asleep on his feet. 

“The thing about Gary Cooper that 
has impressed me most,” says DeMille, 
“is his amazing alertness. From the 
time we made our first picture I have 
realized that he never misses a thing 
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that goes on before the camera. 

“People who see Cooper lounging 
off camera,” explains this veteran pro- 
ducer-director, “don’t know what’s 
going on behind those half-closed eyes. 
But I know he’s developing the busi- 
ness and characterization that bring 
naturalness and humanness to his 
parts in my pictures. 

“While Gary leans against a prop, 
chewing a match or a straw, he is 
checking every detail of setup and 
dialogue; noticing just how his stand- 
in is being lighted and almost invari- 
ably working out a suggestion to im- 
prove a camera angle or a bit of 
business. 

“So don’t let Cooper’s. stance fool 
you; he’s on his toes all the time.” 

One of our very best columnists re- 
cently reported that Dick Arlen had 
said a producer tried to get Gary 
thrown off his picture for sleeping on 
the set all the time. 

“That was a gross misquote,” pro- 
tests Dick. “There never was any such 


incident, and there isn’t a producer in 
Hollywood who wouldn’t do nip-ups 
to get Gary on a picture. 

“I did say that Cooper had a marvel- 
ous knack of being able to go to sleep 
when he had to stay on the set while 
they were shooting something that had 
nothing to do with his part. But let’s 
forget that. You said you wanted to 
know what I think of Gary; what 
about him impressed me most. That’s 
easy. I think Cooper is the most 
agreeable guy in the world—but the 
last guy on earth you can push around. 
Old Long Tack just can’t be crowded. 
The busy boys around the studios who 
try to make a showing ‘by hustling 
people just bounce off him. 

“That isn’t something he has de- 
veloped since he became a star. He 
always was that way. Golly,” and 
Dick rubbed his chin with the back of 
his hand, and grinned, “I remember 
way back when he was a lanky new- 
comer with just a bit to do in ‘Wings.’ 

“Gary had arrived in Tucson, Ari- 
zona, from Hollywood, and had been 
told to come to our hotel in the morn- 
ing ready to (Continued on page 76) 
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“Put your right 
hand on my shoul- 
der,’ Mike com- 
manded softly 


the Bui 


"The Taming Of The Shrew" has nothing on the story of Mar- 


garet, a career girl who thought she could manage everyone 


until she met up with a certain young man named Mike 


Vivian Drew declared flatly. The 

distant chatter of wedding guests, 
moving through the grounds of the 
lovely Drew Westchester estate, came 
faintly to the ears of the little group 
gathered in Vivian’s bedroom. 

“I’m not going through with it!” she 
repeated, hurling her wedding dress 
to the floor. 

“See,” Mrs. Drew turned helplessly 
to her older daughter Margaret. “She’s 
not going through with it.” 

“She certainly can’t go through with 
it, dressed like that.” Margaret sur- 
veyed her half-clad sister calmly. 
This was not the first time she had 
had to deal with Vivian’s sudden emo- 
tional vagaries. Ever since her 
father’s death three years ago, Mar- 
garet had managed the family. She 
had also assumed control of her 
father’s business, the Drew Transpor- 
tation Company, and the executive 
responsibility had been heavy for a 
young woman. It had taken all her 
capable mental ability, plus the 
shrewdness and hardness she had 


| ’M not going through with it!” 


AUGUST, 1942 


Fiction version by 


MARTI SECREST 


A Columbia picture, directed by Alexander 
Hall. Produced by Edward Kaufman. 
Screen play by P. J. Wolfson. From a 
story by Gina Kaus and Andrew P. Solt. 


forced herself to develop, but now she 
was regarded with respect among 
businessmen. Vivian’s marriage to- 
day to Stephen Pettingill was the 
result of Margaret’s planning, for 
Vivian was too irresponsible to be al- 
lowed to have her own way and Mar- 
garet knew she had chosen wisely for 
her sister. 

“But I don’t love Stephen,” insisted 
Vivian tearfully. “I love Joe.” 

“Who’s Joe?” asked Margaret, deft- 
ly sliding the wedding dress over 
Vivian’s head. 

“Joe Krim. He works in a filling 
station. Why, I wrote to him just last 
week... .” 

“You wrote this Joe person letters!” 
interrupted Margaret, instantly aware 
of the possibility of blackmail. 

“Only two or three,” Vivian ad- 


mitted plaintively. “Every time I saw 
him my head would swim and my 
knees would get weak.” 

“Biliousness!” Margaret replied 
briskly. 

“That’s nonsense, Margaret,” Mrs. 
Drew defended Vivian spiritedly. “It’s 
a family characteristic. All the Drew 
women had it. I know when I first 
met your father my knees... .” 

“You know you’ve always suffered 
with your liver,” Margaret pointed 
out, adjusting Vivian’s veil. Her mind 
was ticking rapidly. This Joe person 
might conceivably try to break up the 
wedding. She must be prepared for 
anything that happened. 

Impulsively she took Vivian in her 
arms and her voice softened with 
tenderness. 

“Darling, I don’t want to seem 
harsh. You'll see I’m right. Stephen 
is a fine boy.” Vivian clung to her, 
tears welling in her eyes. Margaret 
kissed her soothingly. The crisis was 
past and Margaret knew it would be 
safe to leave her now. 

As she started back downstairs her 
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mind shuttled from Joe Krim to a 
problem she had been unable to for- 
get upon leaving her New York office. 
One Michael Holmes, an_ idealistic 
social reformer, had written a book 
attacking transportation companies 
and Margaret figured prominently in 
it. His references to “M.J.,” as she 
was known in the business world, 
were far from flattering. She was 
used to being referred to as a harsh 
employer. If she had not severely 
schooled herself to forget sentiment 
in business, the Drew Transportation 
Company would not be what it was 
today. She had completely sacrificed 
herself as a person; she had given up 
all the gay, laughing moments that 
should be part of a girl’s life and had 
concentrated on filling her father’s 
shoes. But what this Holmes person 
had said about her was maliciously 
unfair! One look at the proofs of the 
book had convinced her of that. 
Margaret smiled to herself at the 
thought of how she’d got an advance 
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“Every time | saw him my head would 
swim,” Vivian said tearfully.  "Bil- 
iousness!" Margaret replied briskly 


look at the Holmes opus. The pub- 
lishing house to whom he’d submitted 
the book had a loan out against the 
Drew bank. Realizing at the last mo- 
ment that publication might infuriate 
Margaret and thus mean the loan 
would not be renewed, the publisher 
had gingerly shown her proofs of the 
book and, when she hit the ceiling, 
promised that his house would never 
put it on the market. 


But there were other publishing 


houses in New York—and the only 
way to be sure the book would never 
see the light of print was to thrash 
the matter out with Holmes himself. 
Margaret had given orders that he was 
to be found and brought to her office. 
Nevertheless, the thought of this man 
and his arrogance followed her home 
and nagged in a corner of her mind. 

Her attention was suddenly dis- 
tracted by a racket at a side gate 
and, signaling to the butler to accom- 
pany her, she went to investigate. 
Inside the side wall she found a young 


THE CAST 


Margaret J. Drew... . Joan Crawford 


Michael Holmes Melvyn Douglas 


Billie Burke 


Mrs. Drew... 


Vivian Drew. . _. Helen Parrish 


Johnny Johnson...... . .Allen Jenkins 


Susie Johnson......... Mary Treen 


Stephen Pettingill... .. .Roger Clark 


man, slim, personable and _ slightly 
breathless. She looked at him and, 
without warning, her knees were 
shaking; her head swimming. 

The butler took her arm. 
you well, miss?” 

“I’m all right,” she 
weakly. “It’s just—my liver... 

The banging outside continued. The 
young man, with the detached air of 
one merely doing his duty, opened 
the gate and a furious detective 
rushed in. The stranger caught him 
neatly on the chin with a swift blow 
which knocked him back outside. 
Then he locked the gate and turned 
to Margaret with a flourish. 

“Is there anything else you wish, 
madam?” 

“Don’t call me ‘madam 

“Sure,” he agreed with a grin. “I'd 
much rather call you ‘Baby’.” 

The peculiar sensation seized Mar- 
garet again, but the strains of the 
wedding march interrupted her reply 
and she hurried into the house. The 
young man shrugged his shoulders 
and wandered into the rumpus room. 

“They’re all in the foyer, sir,” the 
bartender informed him. “The cere- 
mony is about to start.” 

“I hate weddings,” the stranger in- 
formed him moodily, pouring a stiff 
drink of brandy. It was very good 
brandy and he (Continued on page 82) 
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What everyone has been asking for! 
A simple easy way to learn how to 
cut yourself in on the game that 


Hollywood —and the rest of the 


country — sits up all hours to play 


game for two persons, although 

there are several combinations 
by which more persons can play. The 
rules given here are for the two-per- 
son game. 

The players cut for the deal and the 
one who turns up the higher card be- 
comes the dealer. Each player receives 
ten cards; after the deal, the next card 
is turned face up and placed beside 
the rest of the pack, which is turned 
face down. If dealer’s opponent 
doesn’t -want the first face-up card, 
dealer may take it; if both refuse, 
the opponent draws from the pack. 

Each player in turn draws one card 
(no more than one) from either the 
stack or the face-up pile, as he 
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chooses, and then discards on the 
face-up pile. 

The object of Gin is to arrange your 
cards, by drawing and discarding, into 
combinations or sequences, but in Gin 
these are not laid down on the board 
(face up) until one of the players 
“knocks” and the game is over. Com- 
binations are three or four cards of a 
kind, as three or four kings; sequences 
are three or more cards of a suit, as 
6, 7, 8 of hearts. Aces are low; they 
can never be used as a high card 
following a king. 

In order to knock, you must have in 
your hand enough cards arranged in 
segqences and (or) combinations so 
that the other unmatched cards still 
remaining in your hand add up to no 





more than 10 points or less. Kings, 
queens, jacks and tens count 10 points 
each, aces 1 point and all other cards 
their face value. 

For example, you could knock 
(which means you would lay down, 
face up on the board, all your combi- 
nations and sequences) with a four, 
three and ace (which totals 8 points) 
still unmatched in your hand. But 
you could not knock with an ace and 
a jack still remaining in your hand, 
because these would total 11. 

As soon as one player knocks, the 
other can lay out all the combinations 
and sequences in his hand and can 
also, where possible, play on the com- 
binations and sequences of his oppo- 
nent. He (Continued on page 70) 
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his punch for the story’s end, 

I’m sure. But as I’m a plain 
guy with a set of homespun features 
and no frills, I may as well write ac- 
cordingly. 

So, then, the whole deal on how to 
make yourself important is, as I see 
it, to (a) love what you are doing 
with all your heart and soul and (b) 
believe what you are doing is im- 
portant, even if you are only grub- 
bing for worms in the back yard. 

I am enormously in earnest about 
this. In fact, I believe I may say, with 
some pride, that I think I have some- 
thing here. I hold that all of this 
business about making yourself im- 
portant by means of externals is no 
good. Clothes, being seen in the Right 
Places, show, swank—No! They may 
make you seem important; but that is 
not what I am talking about. 

Nor do I believe.that you have to 
be a standout from your fellow men 
in order to make your mark in the 
world. Average will do it. Certainly 
if I am to serve as my own guinea 
pig for this little homily, it will have 
to do it. For I’m no Flynn or Boyer 
and well I know it. 

The studio publicity department had 
to sweat ink out of its veins to turn 
out a biography on me. Mr. Norm is 
my alias, or shouldn’t I admit it? 

I like to swim, hike and sleep (eight 
hours a night). I’m fairly good at 
every sport except tennis, which I just 
don’t like. My favorite menu is steaks 
smothered with onions and straw- 
berry shortcake. I play bridge ade- 
quately, collect guns, always carry a 
penny as a good-luck charm and 
knock wood when I make a boast or 
express a wish. I have a so-so con- 
vertible coupe which I drive myself. 
I’m interested in politics and govern- 
mental problems. My favorite books 
are “Turnabout,” by Thorne Smith, 
“Babbitt,” “The Adventures of Tom 
Sawyer,” and the works of Pearl 
Buck, H. G. Wells, Damon Runyon 
and Erich Remarque. I’m a fan of 
Bing Crosby. My favorite actress is 
my wife. I like things colored green 
and my favorite flower is the Eastern 
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Actor Reagan: "In ‘Kings Row' Parris was not for me, but Drake, | think, was." 








BY RONALD REAGAN 


{As Told To Gladys Hall) 


lilac. I love my wife, baby and home. 
I’ve just built a new one—home, I 
mean. Nothing about me to make 
me stand out on the midway. 

Lots of kids write and ask my ad- 
vice about how to make their mark 
in an indifferent world. Seventy-five 
percent of them beef that they’re not 
much to look at, haven’t any dough, 
can’t cut a dash. I could refer them 
to Lincoln, out of the backwoods, as 
plain as a calabash pipe. But they 
know all that. 

I want to say, first, however, that I 
question my right or ability to advise 
anyone how to get along because, be- 
fore I take any credit for any success 
that has come my way, I certainly 
must acknowledge the help of friends 
all along the way—people who were 
never too busy to give a young fellow 
a hand. Maybe that’s my lead. I’m 
just trying to pass along some of the 
things I’ve learned from these same 
people. 

So, what I’d like to tell ’em is this: 
Look, you must love what you are 
doing.. You must think what you are 
doing is important because, if it’s im- 
portant to you, you can bet your last 
ducat that other people will think so, 
too. It may take time, but they’ll get 
around to it. And one thing more, one 
really important thing: If, when you 
get a job, you don’t believe you can 
get to the top in it, it’s the wrong job. 


OW, of course, I don’t mean that 

just believing you can get to the 
top will always get you there. But 
I do say that you'll never get there 
unless you believe that you can. 

I’m not writing anything I don’t be- 
lieve myself, you know. Nor anything 
that doesn’t come right out of my own 
experience. For me, the one job in 
the world I want to do is acting. Offer 
me ten times the money for some- 
thing else, and I wouldn’t do it. And 
right from the start, down there in 
“B” pictures where I began, through 
four years of “bit” parts (the “Poor 
Man’s Errol Flynn,” they called me), 
I was sure that I was in the right 
business for me, I knew I’d get to the 
top, if I kept on working and 
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Officer Reagan with Maureen Elizabeth and his “favorite actress," wife Jane W yr 


learning. That’s not brash self-con- 
fidence, either. Put me in any other 


job and I’d eat humble pies by the 


dozen. I’d lack self-confidence be- 
cause I’d be in the wrong job. 

Of course, doing what I wanted to 
do didn’t put me always in a favor- 
able light. For example, in college 
I majored in sociology and economics. 
Not because I liked the subjects, but 
because they gave me the most time 
for the things I really liked, namely, 
college dramatics, football and a dive 
into campus politics. But even there 
maybe I learned something, because 
in the subjects I got poor marks. 
Whereas, in dramatics, I copped off 
the lead in most of the plays. In foot- 
ball, I won three varsity sweaters. 
And in politics I managed to corral 
a job that netted me about $250. 

Point being that success, for me, is 
where the heart is. And my heart was 
in dramatics, football and _ politics. 

After college, I got a job’as a sports 
announcer and eventually I worked 
up to broadcasting many of the big- 
gest sports events. The job wasn’t 
very important at first but before long 
I woke up to find myself broadcasting 
sports events for which the sponsors 
paid my station hundreds of thousands 
of dollars a year. This meant that 
folks were listening to me, lots of 
folks. And they listened to me, I 
know, not because I had any experi- 
ence in broadcasting or any: diction, 
but because I was so keen about those 
sports events myself that I felt it 
urgently important that other people 
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Four grins add up to a nice good- 
by: Mary Livingstone, Jack Benny 
and Jane Wyman Reagan take a 
last-minute look at Officer Ronnie 


know about them, too, and nearly 
got high blood pressure telling ‘em 
about them. 

But all of this doesn’t mean, of 
course, that you can just sit back like 
a pink. cupid with wings, indulge in 
some wishful thinking and, presto, 
you're important! It’s never enough 
to love anything, is it, not even a girl? 

When you propose to a girl, you’ve 
got to be pretty convincing, use your 
heart as a mouthpiece. You've got to 
work for the thing you love, you al- 
ways do. 


HICH brings me to when I first 

came to Warner Brothers, to the 
movies. I was certainly a nobody in, 
and to, Hollywood. I certainly hadn’t 
learned to act by being a sports an- 
nouncer. I wasn’t any collar ad to 
look at. All I had in this world was 
confidence that, with the proper mate- 
rial, I could entertain people. And 
the only basis I had for this confidence 
was that I wanted to entertain people 
more than I wanted anything else. 

Well, they threw me to the “B’s.” I 
made twenty to twenty-five “B’s” be- 
fore I got the part of Gipp in “Knute 
Rockne—All American.” 

Thanks to some good advice from a 
guy named Pat O’Brien, I played 
those “B’s” as if they were “A’s.” You 
see, the boss only goes by results. If 
I do a part carelessly because I doubt 
its importance, no one is going to write 
a subtitle explaining that Ronald Rea- 
gan didn’t feel the part was important, 
therefore he didn’t give it very much. 


All my boss knows is what he sees on 
the film and someday he may look at 
that particular picture to judge my 
qualifications for a real film job. 

It wasn’t until the part of the Gipp 
came up that I felt, Here is a job 
I can do. 

It was the first time, during all 
those four years, that I ever asked for 
a part. Because you’ve got to be sure, 
awful sure, that you can do something 
better than the guys lined up ahead 
of you before you ask for anything. 

Quite a few times, before “Knute 
Rockne,” parts came up in pictures 
that I thought Id like to play. In 
“Dark Victory,” with Bette Davis, for 
example, they handed me a bit part. 
I stewed around for a bit, wishing I’d 
got the part Bogart played in that 
picture. Then I realized I couldn’t 
top Bogey in that. It was his dish, not 
mine. In “Kings Row,” Parris was not 
for me, but Drake, I think, was. In 
“Desperate Journey” Flynn’s spot is 
his, not mine. 

But I knew that I could deliver the 
Gipp. I knew it because, when I was 
a kid, George Gipp was my hero, 
Rockne was my candidate for A Man. 
There was that love of what I was 
doing figuring in again. In addition, 
I knew I could play football and they 
wouldn’t have to use a double for me. 

That part opened a door for me. A 
few people on the lot knew me by 
name. The fans started to write in. 
(Folks, you fixed me!) 


ELL, then, believe it or not, love 

walked in again and gave me 
another boost. Love of a girl this 
time, love of the girl I married. One 
of my handicaps in this business had 
been that of looking too youthful, be- 
cause of which I lost a lot of parts, I 
know. Well, folks don’t think of a guy 
as completely a juvenile when he has 
a wife and child! 

I’ve just been told, here at the 
studio, of two very important parts 
that were to be mine. They are in 
pretty big pictures, so I guess I can 
say my rules work. But I won’t be 
doing those pictures. Uncle Sam has 
called me, a Reserve officer in the 
Cavalry, and I’m off to the war, still 
true to my two precepts: (a) to love 
what you are doing with all your heart 
and soul and (b) to believe what you 
are doing is important. I love the Cav- 
alry or I would not have been with it 
for so long. And along with a few 
million other guys, I feel pretty 
strongly about my country. As for 
believing what you are doing is im- 
portant—well, if fighting to preserve 
the United States and her Allies isn’t 
important, you name it. 

And who knows—maybe when I 
get back again, “when the world is 
free,” there will be other good parts 
waiting for me and for my buddies. 

‘So long! 

The End 
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Mary Martin, a girl who can dress up a dress and pep up a picture, star of Paramount's “Happy Go Lucky” 
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In which a dress suit gets dressed up to play 
the hero in this amusing preview of Twentieth Century-Fox's 


amazing picture, ‘Tales Of Manhattan" 


] yo may call me a tail coat—just a thing of broadcloth and satin, to be worn as full dress on 
special evenings of splendor. But you will never in your life know the romance, adventure—yes, 
and tragedy—that | have known in mine. For | have been close to some of the great men of our times. 


o °) There was Paul Orman (Charles 

Boyer), Broadway’s popular matinee 

idol. We looked well together, Paul 

the actor, and I, his tail coat, and 

that’s what Ethel (Rita Hayworth) 
at i thought when she maneuvered him 
ep ’ into a téte-a-téte in her hunting lodge. 


Her husband, Halloway (Thomas 


i ¢ 1 Mitchell), caught us there. While he 
tae. ; toyed with a gun, it accidentally went 
. pag f off. Paul fell to the floor and Ethel 


sought the arms of her husband. Then 


~ = / Paul rose and absolved both as he 


but there was a bullet hole in my 


‘A | —S= made a dramatic exit. Nice acting— 


> i shoulder, and Paul’s, too. When 
f i ee Paul collapsed in the.car, Luther, his 
chauffeur (Eugene Pallette), drove us 


to a hospital. 


8) Then the crooked Luther sold me 
to the valet of Harry Wilson (Cesar 
Romero) to wear at Harry’s wedding 
that night. Harry was in a mess. His 
fiancee; Diane (Ginger Rogers), had 
discovered a love ‘note from another 
sweetheart in the pocket of his tail 
coat. So Harry had his best pal, 
George (Henry Fonda), come over 
and claim the coat—and letter—as his, 
I to substitute for Harry’s tail coat. 
George, to help a pal, proceeded to 
illustrate the romantic moments of the 
letter to Diane. Suddenly, they were 
in each other’s arms—and liking it. 
Which left Harry without a bride and 
me being hustled off to a pawnshop 
because I was bad luck. 





Ay There I caught the eye of Mrs. 
Smith (Elsa Lanchester) whose hus- 
band (Charles Laughton) had been 
trying for years to get an audition 
with Bellini, the great conductor 
(Victor Francen). Bellini had finally 
consented to let Smith conduct his 
own symphony on Bellini’s program. 
But Smith had no tail coat—that is, 
until Mrs. Smith saw me. We were a 
tight fit. Smith was too fat and I was 
too thin. But it was a great moment 
just the same. Smith waved his baton 
over the orchestra, a packed audi- 
torium thrilling to his music. Then 
something awful happened. My shoul- 
ders began to rip—then split apart. 
The audience roared with laughter. 
Smith and I were heartsick. At that 
moment Bellini rose and removed 
his own coat. Others took the hint. 
Soon thére wasn’t a pair of black 
sleeves. to be seen in the house. And 
what an ovation they gave Smith! 
Gratefully he donated me to a mission, 
saying I would bring good luck. 


ote | 
Sy Good luck—me! Well, maybe. Be- i 
cause when Larry (Edward G. Robin- t 
son), who everybody thought was i ; .."% ; 
just a bum, received that invitation to 4 ‘ } 
attend his class reunion at the Waldorf j 
Astoria, I was fixed up for him. He ' 
was getting away beautifully with his 
trumped-up story of having spent 
“years in China” when a wallet was 
reported missing. One of the drunks 
jokingly suggested everyone be 
searched. All agreed but Larry—who 
was too proud to reveal he was wear- 
ing only a dickie under his dress coat. 
Williams (George Sanders), who had 
never liked Larry, accused him of the 
theft. “Come on, Larry,” I whispered. 
“Take me off and let ’em have it!” 
So Larry took me off, told them the 
truth about himself with challenging 
dignity and we left, just as it was 
announced the wallet had been found. 
But Larry was through with “society” 
and went back to being a _ bum. 
And me? 


6 Well, I fell into the hands of a gunman (J. Car- 
rol Naish) who had stolen fifty thousand dollars 
and was headed South in a plane. It was that 
stolen money in my pocket that really burned 
me up, not the gangster’s cigarette that fell on 
me. Frantically he pitched me out of the plane, 
bills and all. Down... down ...down... 
I went .. . and landed in a sharecropper’s field 
worked by Luke (Paul Robeson) and his wife 
(Ethel Waters). When they found the bills they 
hurried me off to their preacher who said the 
money was in answer to their prayers and they’d 
divide it equally among all their people. You 
never heard such singing for joy. And I didn’t 
even mind when they gave me to an old man 
who needed a scarecrow for his little field. Now 
for the first time I am really useful, protecting 
the old man’s food crop. And I’m bad luck to 
nothing but the crows! 





You must get to know Julie Burns from Gladstone, Ohio. 


For she is you—and what is happening to her 


here would actually happen to you, too, should you go to Hollywood 


What has happened so far: 


S a startling and unexpected 
A honor, Julia Burns, of Glad- 
stone, Ohio, wins first place in 
a national radio contest to discover 
America’s most beautiful and typical 
girl, the prize being a trip to Holly- 
wood to play the role of Miss America 
in a Warner Brothers picture. In a 
furor of home-town adulation, she 
prepares to leave Gladstone and her 
devoted admirer, the sandy-haired 
young contractor, Tod Jenkins. At the 
last moment Tod asks her an all- 
important question. Will she send him 
Hollywood ideas for his first building 
venture, a house to be erected upon 
a Gladstone cofner which Julia par- 
ticularly loves, because of a spreading 
elm beneath which her happiest play 
days were spent? Julia, who has been 
certain that Tod would propose before 
her leave-taking, feels distinctly let 
down. 

On the train she meets Scott Hen- 
dricks, a young lady who intends try- 
ing to crash pictures with a capital 
of but one hundred dollars. The two 
girls agree that they would like to 
unravel the mysteries of Hollywood 
together. So Julia invites Scott to 
share her luxurious apartment at the 
Castle Argyle, where she is to be a 
guest of the studio. 

Julia’s first day at the Warner 
Brothers studio is a series of glamor- 
ous adventures beginning with the 
changing of her name to Julie Bur- 
nette and ending with an introduction 
to good-looking Curt Melbourne, the 
studio’s ace still man. There Miss 
America is told the exciting news that 


tonight she is to make her first ap- 
pearance as a Hollywood personality. 
She will dine at the Mocambo and 
attend a premiere, escorted by an 
unrevealed Prince Charming. 
Hurrying back to Castle Argyle, she 
dons the beautiful white evening gown 
given her by the studio, her anticipa- 
tion and curiosity reaching a fine 
climax with the arrival of a stunning 
corsage of pink camellias. It bears a 
card which reads: “Half-past six 
o'clock” . . . that, and no more. 


The story continues: 


T was a radiantly lovely Julie who 
slid into the clinging Orry-Kelly 
evening gown, pinned camellias in her 
hair and donned the studio’s white fox 
fur cape, to wait the ring of the house 
telephone which would announce a 
gentleman in the lobby. The surprise 
was as delightful as it was complete, 
when the moment finally came and 
the hitherto unidentified escort proved 
to be Mr. Curt Melbourne. 

He was the first man she had ever 
beheld in tails and a topper. More- 
over, he put her into his cream-col- 
ored car with an ease, a savoir-faire 
which she had never seen outside 
the “movies.” All of which gave 
him no edge over Tod, her mind 
hastened to affirm, but it was a thrill, 
nevertheless, to have him fit so per- 
fectly into the rest of this Cinderella 
evening. 

Her eyes reflected the lights of the 
Boulevard as Curt nosed into the line 
of traffic. But after a few blocks he 
turned toward the near-by hills and 
presently they were climbing a twist- 
ing road straight to the top of a 


BY DIXIE WILLSON 


ILLUSTRATED BY SEYMOUR BALL 


rugged, rocky ridge. 

“Is the Mocambo in the mountains?” 
Julie wanted to know. 

“No,” Curt replied, “but we’re go- 
ing in the right direction. We're just 
taking the high road.” 

Suddenly he swung about and 
stopped upon a ledge with so superb 
a sight below that Julia fairly held 
her breath! There were the lights of 
Hollywood, like jewels spilled across 
black velvet; buildings with glowing 
towers, scarlet, blue and amber neons, 
and over it all, a moving, changing, 
crisscross design of oblique angles, 
the searchlights of the premiere. 

Curt enjoyed the rapture of the girl 
beside him. 

“Like it?” he inquired. “So do I. 
I think it is one of the most thrilling 
sights in the world. And this is only 
our conservative wartime view. Now- 
adays it is only one third as brilliant 
as usual and the searchlights must 
swing low instead of shooting straight 
up among the stars somewhere .. . 
Take one long look,” he added, “and 
we'll tear ourselves away, for in just 
about ninety minutes they’ll be look- 
ing for you down there in the midst 
of it, and we have dinner to put away 
in the meantime.” 

The road down proved to be a 
paved avenue bordered with estates, 
imposing ones, and small ones; houses 
built to fit the curves along which they 
lay. Then finally, as abruptly as they 
had left the Boulevard, they returned 
to it; came out, in faet, almost at 
the door of the ultrasmart Mocambo. 

Julie could scarcely imagine what 
sort of magnificence to anticipate 
within the (Continued on page 52) 


Based on “Hollywood Starlet” by Dixie Willson, the latest in Dodd Mead & Company’s popular Career Book series 
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Curt was enjoying Julie's rapture. 
"Like it?" he inquired. “So do |. 
| think it is one of the most 
thrilling sights in this world!" 








portals of this world-famous play- 
ground of the stars. But presently, 
from the table previously reserved for 
them, she found herself in just a quiet, 
softly lighted restaurant, not in the 
least ornate or pretentious, dinner 
patrons in smart street clothes as well 
as in evening dress, several of them 
screen celebrities. 

Curt didn’t dance as well as Tod, 
but was just tall enough to be pro- 
tecting, his conversation so amusing, 
she didn’t care whether they danced. 

At a quarter to eight they left. It 
was a ten-minute drive back along 
Sunset to the premiere. But here at 
the Mocambo they “changed cars.” 
The studio had sent a limousine and 
chauffeur to properly dignify Miss 
America. Curt left his own to pick up 
later. 

At the theater Julie found bleachers 
built along the street for the evening’s 
event were now packed with a crowd 
breaking into applause as its favorite 
stars arrived. 

In a courtyard lovely with palms, 
giant ferns and fountains were the 
famous cement blocks recording foot- 
prints and autographs of the stars. And 
as Curt guided Julie across this exotic 
space someone on the sidelines called 
out: “There’s Miss America!” 

Heads instantly craned and there 
was a round of applause. Julie bowed 
... smiled . . . and waved her hand- 
kerchief. 

Proceeding into the theater, she was 
certain she saw every screen person- 
ality she had ever heard of! At nine 
o'clock the picture began. What pic- 
ture it was, she scarcely knew. She 
decided, afterward, that the trouble 
with a breath-taking evening like this 
one, was that you were in such a daze 
while it was happening, you couldn’t 
realize what was going on. And by 
the same token, afterward you 
couldn’t remember! 

As the picture finished and the 
crowd began to move into the aisles, 
the occasion turned into an over- 
crowded reception for the stars of to- 
night’s premiere, Julie introduced to 
persons whom she had never been 
able to imagine as real flesh and blood! 
After an hour’s milling about through 
this brilliant kaleidoscope, they were 
outdoors again, the police still busy 
keeping space clear. 

Over loud-speakers, which were for 
the benefit of parking lots a block 
distant, the curb attendant called 
names of persons now ready to leave. 

“And so the thrills of this night are 
over,” Julie thought as she and Curt 
joined the line waiting for cars. 

But she had anticipated her return 
to a mundane world too soon. For 
now, exactly as though Cinderella’s 
fairy godmother waved her wand over 
another golden pumpkin, Miss Amer- 
ica heard the loud-speaker boom out 
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(while it seemed that the world’ stood 
still to listen!): “Miss Julie Burnette’s 
car ... Miss Julie Burnette’s car 
please come to the curb?” 


ITH the ringing of her telephone 

at seven o’clock the next morn- 
ing, Julie struggled into wakefulness. 
It was the call she had left last night, 
since that all-important interview test 
was scheduled for nine o’clock. 

She managed to be dressed and 
fortified with a cup of coffee in time 
for the studio car at seven-thirty, and 
at eight o’clock found herself on the 
lot in one of the white leather chairs, 
in the make-up department. 

Here Perc Westmore supplied her 
first comprehensive idea of this test, 
which Casting Director Steve Trilling 
had described as a five-minute camera 
and sound record. 

“It doesn’t call for much make-up,” 


MAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAL 


DO YOU KNOW WHAT JOB 
YOU 
ARE REALLY FITTED FOR? 


America is calling with jobs, 
jobs, jobs! It's important— 
to you, to the man you work 
for, to your country—to be 
the right person for the right 
job. Have you asked yourself 
in which one you could ren- 
der your very best service? 


You'll find the answer in 
Photoplay-Movie Mirror 
Next Month! 


MAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA 


Mr. Westmore explained, “because its 
purpose is to give us an idea of you, 
yourself: We want to know if your 
face should look thinner or rounder, 
or if your hands need improving, or 
your voice or your manners.” 

As he told her about it, giving her a 
light application of grease paint and 
powder, actors passed the open door, 
an Indian chief, who startled you, 
Priscilla Lane as a dude rancher. 

Julie herself, thirty minutes later, 
was taken to the Studio Theater to 
Sophie Rosenstein. 

“Good morning,” that young lady 
said cheerfully. “Shall we go right 
along to Stage 19? On the way over, 
I'll outline the questions you’re to 
answer for the camera and the mike.” 

It was a simple routine indeed, ques- 
tions which merely established her 
name, age, height, her home town, 


education and stage experience, but 
Julie’s knees were quaking as she 
crossed the barn-like stage, past a 
dozen deserted sets, to one small area 
banked round with lights. 

After due preliminaries of focus, dis- 
tance, et cetera, it was Sophie who 
asked the questions, Sophie standing 
quietly, reassuringly on the sidelines. 
But lights, mike and camera, became 
fevered confusion for Ohio’s most 
beautiful daughter as she answered! 

Afterward, returning to the Studio 
Theater, which was the domain of the 
young contract players and Sophie, 
their coach, the little girl from Glad- 
stone heard the news she had been 
waiting for; the story of the role she 
was to play as Miss America. 

“As for lines,” Sophie smiled, “you 
won’t have much to worry about, for 
you have exactly twenty-one words to 
say. The picture begins in the summer 
of 1941 in Grand Central Station, 
where you, with your father, wait for 
an old family friend arriving from 
Chicago. When he comes, you make 
your first speech which is ‘How do 
you do?’ Your second is a week later 
at the Forest Hills Tennis matches. 
Your father’s friend proves to be a 
famous artist who asks if you will pose 
for a portrait. You reply that you 
would consider it an honor. 

“Then comes the really important 
thing you do,” she went on, Julie an 
absorbed listener; “The portrait is 
painted in the dress worn by your 
great, great grandmother, who, as a 
young pioneer, was the heroine of a 
lost wagon train. The artist begins to 
unfold the story as he paints your 
portrait, his tale fading into the dra- 
matic enactment of the episode, which, 
of course, is the real meat of the pic- 
ture. The role of the pioneer girl is 
played by Miss Davis, her heroism 
taking its proper place in history when 
the artist’s painting of you, in her 
character, is an overnight inspiration 
to a war-torn world; the portrait 
called ‘Miss America’ in honor of the 
girl who forged across the prairie to 
give this country new land and new 
purpose. It is a role,” she finished, 
“which any girl may be proud and 
thrilled to play.” 

Indeed, Julie felt shivers coursing 
down her spine with Sophie’s descrip- 
tion! And now, as Miss America, she 
was due in Wardrobe to fit the cos- 
tumes she would wear; a smart suit in 
which she would meet the train, a 
sports outfit for the tennis matches, a 
dinner gown to be worn upon the oc- 
casion of the portrait’s unveiling, and 
the pioneer dress duplicating the one 
in which Miss Davis would play the 
star role. 

“Then if you'll meet me in the com- 
missary at one,” said Sophie, sum- 
ming up Julie’s schedule for the morn- 
ing, “we'll (Continued on page 78) 
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A dollar-marked Hollywood property, John Garfield, who cashes in currently in M-G-M's "Tortilla Flat" 


Only old friends can play at this! Nelson and Jeanette split 


WHAT | DON'T LIKE ABOUT 





NELSON EDDY 


To Marian Rhea 


HE trouble with Jeanette is 

(Nelson says), for one thing, the 

way she can sleep at any time— 
between scenes, during the lunch 
hour, whenever she has the opportu- 
nity—and wake up from her nap 
fresh as a daisy and ready to scintil- 
late in her next “I Married An Angel” 
scene ... while I sleep badly, even 
when I am home and in bed. 

There is another thing about 
Jeanette which I find censorable, too. 
I mean the way she can—and does— 
eat anything she likes, at any time. 
Take cake. She can eat a hunk the 
size of a telephone book and never 
gain a pound. But me—if I eat so 
much as a square inch, my waist- 
line suffers. 

And the way she can read on the 
train when she goes out on her con- 
cert tours, and I can’t. She comes 
back to Hollywood erudite as the 
deuce. I am convinced she does it 
largely so she can lord it over me, 
who find it impossible to concentrate 
on a printed page with the motion of 
the train making it jitter like an old- 
fashioned movie! 

The trouble with Jeanette is, too, 
that I can never tell when she is going 
to give me the “dead pan” when I 
tell a story. I'll regale her with my 
very latest and best, but when I’ve 
finished she often just looks at me, 
poker-faced. Sure. She knows this 
lack of response gets my goat. That’s 
the reason she does it. 

And the way she gets make-up on 
my coat in our love scenes! Heck, if 
the picture we’re making is modern, 
the men have to furnish their own 
wardrobes. Thanks to Miss Mac- 
Donald, my cleaning bill is terrific. I 
feel like tying on a bib and saying, 
“Lay your cheek there, Baby!” 

The trouble with Jeanette, too, is 
that she likes to wear pink. I hate 
pink. Yes, I know it becomes her. 
Nevertheless. ; 

Another thing about Jeanette that I 
find most (Continued on page 88) 


54 





their differences and end up raving mad — about each other 


WHAT | DON'T LIKE ABOUT 


elvon 


Says JEANETTE MacDONALD 


To Marian Rhea 








is (Jeanette says), for in- 

stance, that devastating mem- 
ory of his that never lets him forget a 
single faux pas you’ve ever made, but 
is always trotting it out at embar- 
rassing moments to confound you... . 
Also the way he never has to keep a 
date book, but remembers everything 
he plans to do for weeks ahead. I 
mean, the Japanese can bomb Pearl 
Harbor and the United States can go 
to war, but he remembers that ar- 
rangement he made for a week from 
Tuesday at 4:30 p.m. to supervise the 
setting out of more lemon trees. 

And those lemon trees he already 
has! I work my fingers to the bone 
trying to grow something—anything— 
that will equal those lemon trees of 
Nelson’s and I never succeed. .. . 

And how he is always “measuring” 
my nose and generally embarrassing 
me with his scrutiny, but will not (to 
date, at least) show me the bust he is 
sculpturing of me. “You won't like 
it at this point,” he says, with a mad- 
dening air of masculine superiority. 
How does he know I won't like it? 

The trouble with Nelson is, too, that 
no matter how hard I study, he always 
knows his lines as well as I do 
mine! Honestly, when I work as hard 
as I do to be letter-perfect, I think 
I should be rewarded by slips from 
him now and then. But I seldom 
am! 

And it irks me, too, because he isn’t 
a bit superstitious, when everyone 
knows all actors are superstitious! I 
admit it—I am! I have to wear that 
old plaid coat of mine on the day I 
start work in a new picture, because 
it brings me luck. And then Nelson 
smiles a superior smile and goes 
around knocking wood, crossing his 
fingers, looking over his left shoulder 
and clowning about superstitions in 
general until, if I weren’t a perfect 
lady, I think I'd tweak his nose! 

Another thing about Nelson that 
simply drives (Continued on page 88) 
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N OW the trouble with Nelson 





Howard Hughes, who made 
more top stars love him than 
any other Hollywood man 


easy prey of the film colony just so long. 

Then a girl with blue velvet eyes, a 
million dollars, or black silk hair comes along 
and there’s a wedding with photographers or 
an elopement to Mexico or Arizona, with every- 
body saying, “I never thought he’d marry her!” 
Or vice versa. 

One wolf alone defies this rule. Year in, year 
out—for the past ten years, ever since the love 
of his life went wrong—this wolf has gone his 
predatory way. Always the girls who fall in 
love with him insist upon believing his love 
for them is different. Always they surround 
his attentions with the secrecy he demands for 
all his activities, romantic and otherwise. 

He has everything, this lone wolf. 

He’s thirty-six years old and he’s six feet, 
three inches tall, with broad shoulders and 
lean hips. 

He’s rich as Croesus with achievements that 
are many and brilliant. 

He has a soft voice, half Southern, half West- 
ern, shy eyes and an infectious grin. 

He jams a crumpled old hat on his head and 
looks dashing. 

He has an inferiority complex, probably born 
of his deafness, which adds to his charm in- 
stead of subtracting from it. For it compels 
him to campaign for hearts instead of feeling a 
girl is doing all right for herself when he’s 
around. 

He’s Howard Robard Hughes. 

There should be a law against him. 

Current rumors in the film colony say that 
Rita Hayworth has first claim on the violent and 
volatile Hughes affections. Late spring found 
Rita and Howard at Palm Springs, a glorious 
place to be when love is young. Your horse 
takes you along mountain trails beside which 
the desert flowers grow and even while the sun 
is warm upon you the breeze is spiced with the 
snow that lies deep on the summits. You swim 
in private pools that lie like platters of tur- 
quoise and jade in sweet, tropical gardens. You 
sit in the dim Lua bar while the guitar boys 
strum your special song. You drive through the 
blackest, longest, quietest nights in all the 
world. 

But these delights leave their glow upon you 
so, when you walk down the main street of 
this little desert town, you must be prepared— 
as Howard and Rita were not, apparently— 
for those you meet to read your secret. 

Rita denies the romance. She says, in effect, 


A HOLLYWOOD wolf stalks the fair and 
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The names of his romances 


are startling. The details 


were kept secret—until now 


BY ADELE WHITELY FLETCHER 


“No, no, a thousand times no! I’ve trouble 
enough right now without taking on anything 
else. I’m marking time waiting for my final 
divorce decree.” But her denials aren’t so con- 
vincing as they would be if denials and mystery 
weren’t always part of the build-up of a 
Hughes romance. : 

Before the Rita rumors there was Faith Dorn. 
Maybe there is still Faith Dorn. No one ever 
can be sure. During the past year photo- 
graphs of a girl with young hair and soft curves 
have appeared in the papers. Captions have 
read “Faith Dorn, movie actress, and her mother 
are at Tucson, Arizona, guests of Howard 
Hughes, millionaire movie producer and air 
enthusiast. Hollywood is speculating whether 
Faith is scheduled to be Mrs. Hughes.” 

If Hedy Lamarr, Ginger Rogers, Olivia de 
Havilland, Katharine Hepburn and a dozen 
other girls said, “Oh yeah!” as they read these 
items they were only properly cynical. How- 
ever, we'll bet a Dache bonnet there was a soft 
shine in their eyes. Women never forget the 
man who—for a year or a month or a day— 
made them feel like Juliet, Melisande, or Isolde. 

“What is Howard’s charm—please?” we asked 
a star who once loved him and who likes to 
talk about him still. 

She said, “When a man who’s quiet and re- 
served—even a little taciturn at times—goes 
overboard—well, a girl thinks, ‘I caused this 
transformation!’ She’s twice in love then, of 
course. She’s in love with the man and with 
her triumph.” 

“When, usually, does Howard start losing in- 
terest?” we asked. 

“Whenever a girl begins to be possessive,” she 
answered. “At such times he’s quicksilver. 
He’s gone even while the girl is sure she holds 
him.” 


EFORE Rita Hayworth there was Faith Dorn 
and before Faith Dorn there was Hedy 
Lamarr. 

For a month and more Howard and Hedy had 
nightly dates. He showered her with expen- 
sive gifts. He sent her crates of flowers. Every- 
body hopes—and believes—it was Hedy who 
called quits. Not for any man would she 
jeopardize her chances of adopting Jamsie, the 
little blue-eyed boy she loves so well. And it 
was when gossip began that this romance ended. 

Hedy was playing a return engagement on 
the Hughes merry-go-round. He sought her 
first back in 1938, after her triumph in “Algiers.”’ 


auGusT, 1942 









Hepburn: She 


sat by her 
radio, waiting 
for word 











De Havilland: 
The Hughes 
days marked a 
new high for her 


Ginger Rogers: 
His wish for se- 
crecy was her law 


me 


z 

se 

se 
met 





Hedy Lamarr: 
Everyone hopes 
and believes it 
was she who 
called quits 
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Not so very long ago 
there was Faith Dorn 
(right). Maybe there 
still is Faith Dorn 


However, then too, she managed, 
where most girls fail, to stand clear 
of heartbreak. 

Austrian women, like Hedy, are 
adept at the game of love. Besides, 
once married to Fritz Mandl, the 
fabulously wealthy munitions tycoon, 
Hedy harbors no illusions about mil- 
lionaires. In Hollywood it has been 
Reginald Gardiner, Gene Markey and 
George Montgomery who, in turn, 
have charmed her. 

Ginger Rogers, whom Hedy might 
have supplanted in the Hughes 
kaleidoscope, didn’t stand clear of 
heartbreak from all appearances. In 
spite of two marriages Ginger remains 
emotionally young. She’s also Irish; 
which means she’ll always go out all 
the way for any man who becomes 
important to her and believe every 
wonderful whisper. 

Howard’s wish for secrecy was 
Ginger’s law. She wouldn’t talk 
about him to anyone. She was happy 
to go dancing at little out-of-the-way 
places in the Valley. She and Howard 
were seen at a Hollywood spot just 
once, the Beverly Wilshire. She de- 
lighted in making it possible for him 
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Today they say: 
“Howard's sti look. 
ing for the love he 


and Billie Dove knew" 


to visit her house, a hilltop fortress, 
without being seen. 

“Ginger’s most frequent escort in 
recent months has been Howard 
Hughes,” a columnist finally reported. 
You can keep things quiet just so 
long. “It seems likely he will become 
her third husband.” 

Ginger then sued Lew Ayres, from 
whom she had been separated for five 
years, for divorce and appeared at the 
studio wearing Howard’s emerald. 
Even in Hollywood, where star sap- 
phires come as big as robins’ eggs and 
diamond necklaces are as pyrotechnic 
as the Northern Lights, it didn’t seem 
likely Howard, for all his millions, 
would invest in a ring like that if 
he were only fooling. 

“There'll be an announcement 
around Christmas,” those close to 
Ginger confided optimistically. But no 
announcement was forthcoming. In- 
stead there were rumors it was all 
over. 

No one who saw Ginger given the 
Motion Picture Academy Award 
doubted those rumors were right. 
While she stood clasping her Oscar 
to her tears rained down her face. It 


was in vain she tried to speak. 

A knowing woman said, “It isn’t 
over Oscar she weeps, poor child! But 
maybe Oscar will help her forget the 
other fellow.” 

Which brings us to a_ luncheon 
table at lLucey’s. Lucey’s is a 
restaurant with flagged stone floors, 
high-breasted fireplaces, lounge 
booths, excellent spaghetti and potent 
cocktails. At Lucey’s, if you listen, 
you'll hear all about the horses that 
run at Santa Anita (when their stalls 
aren’t occupied by alien Japanese) 
and all about the stars who work at 
the Paramount and RKO studios 
across the way. 

There were three of us at table, a 
star and a publicity girl, both of whom 
must be nameless, and this writer. 

On the lapel of the star’s suit— 
which fit her as if she had been 
poured into it—was a handsome sap- 
phire clip. Admiring this clip, which 
was new, the publicity girl said, “It 
must be pleasant being a movie star!” 

“It is—sometimes,” the star agreed. 
“That’s the trouble. It’s so darn 
pleasant sometimes that none of us 
is willing to give up, in spite of all 
the other times. Actually, you know, 
we have everything and nothing. 

“Above everything else a girl needs 
a man—to love her and protect her 
and boss her around now and then. 
We miss that. Those of us who are 
single outnumber the available men 
in the film colony—even counting 
those who wear toupees—about 
twelve to one. Our incomes frighten 
away nice guys who don’t have much 
money. 

“Bored sitting alone, waiting for 
the phone to ring, we finally ask 
one of the boys who’re always avail- 
able if they don’t have to pick up 
a check to take us out. Or we give 
in and go dancing with a paunchy 
executive who has more hair on his 
hands than on his head; and before 
the first rhumba is over we wish we 
were home with that good book 
everybody’s always talking about. 

“If,” she concluded, “a young man 
who’s attractive and has money ap- 
pears it’s a rat race!” 

She was being amusing but she was 
in bitter earnest, too. 

The publicity girl said, suddenly, “I 
hear Ginger Rogers is flirting with a 
breakdown, that she comes in late and 
leaves early. They’re glad enough to 
fit her scenes in when she’s around, 
of course. They know if she didn’t 
have what it takes she wouldn’t be 
working at all!” 

There was a little silence. “It was 
Ginger I was thinking about especial- 
ly, as you guessed,” said the star. 

It isn’t only in Hollywood where 
there aren’t enough men to go round 
that Howard Hughes .is dynamite. 
Gloria Baker, (Continued on page 89) 
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j News in Print 


Reporting for dinner-date duty: 
Dolores Del Rio of ‘Journey 
Into Fear’’ looking lovely by 
benefit of Irene in a soft pink Bi- 
anchini Ferier dinner dress with 
a diagonal print design that 
will go places fast this sum- 
mer. The dress is simple; the 
long scarf panel sophisticated; 
the general effect guaranteed 
to make any lady see the world 
through rose-colored glasses 





Trump Suit 


Standing aces high in the fash- 
ion field is this shell pink silk 
and wool gabardine sport 
suit worn by Miss Del Rio. The 
coat laps over with horizontal 


buttoning, the pockets are 
slashed smartly in, the pleat 
is arrow-stitched for an adroit 
finish. The Del Rio choice in 
accessories—a white silk shirt, 
stitch-bordered, a crush-knit beanie 
and white and burgundy wedgies 
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Romance Trappings 
Cocktail hour come-on is this 
Bianchini Ferier black and pink 
wheat print that looks smart, 
looks cool, looks spectacular. 
The best-dressed Del Rio wears 
with it a black straw beanie with 
an intriguing rickrack-bordered 
veil, black suede gloves, shoes 
and big pouch bag with a carved 
ivory ornament. She further proves 
she's a lady in the pink with an 
Irene surprise—a froufrou collar 
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PHOTOPLAY-MOVIE MIRROR S 


This is Penny Salata, one of the fast-growing army of serious- 
minded young girls who are hard at work in the war plants of 
America. She does hand-tapping in the Propeller Division at the 
Curtiss Wright plant in Caldwell, N. J., to “keep ‘em flying!" 
Her denim work uniform is issued by the company. Fashion 
Stylist Kaye took Penny in hand, packed a suitcase full of clothes, 
took her on a tour of sun and fun dates while cameras clicked 
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4g SMARI 
READER GUIDE TO FASHIONS 


Presenting our new Fashions For You! Each month Photo- 
play-Movie Mirror takes one of its readers from real life, 
chooses miracle-working clothes for her, transforms her 
into a smart young-set style leader. Under the expert 
guidance of stylist Evelyn Kaye, we have scouted the mar- 
ket to find the best buys in clever clothes for young pay 
checks. Just see what they do for our Girl of the Month! 


This first fashion find had | 
Penny grinning with glee. 
It's a special setup for all 
the girls who keep ‘em flying 
on a budget. First of all (far 
left), it's a heavy rayon rep 
suit, a smart one that takes 
in a baseball game, goes on 
a movie date or starts a 
trip with a mode-of-the- 
moment look. Then, presto... 


... Penny and any other pen- 
ny-wise girl can leave the 
jacket home and go off patri- 
otically on a bicycle in the 
skirt. So far as fashion goes, 
they'll pass all the other 
c * sisters on the road. 
The trick's in the new-ty 

skirt buttoning: Flip the 
buttons one way to make 
it a tailored suit skirt; flip 
them the other and have 
a special trouser-skirt! 


The skirt: In dark green and 
brown, $4.98. The shirt: In 
natural, $3.98: The jacket: 
In dark green and brown, 
$5.98. All these can be found 
at Stern's in New York 


(See next page for 
Penny’s glamour date) 

















You can buy all these "Bright Beginner" fashions shown in “You Can Look As 
Smart As A Star’ at Stern's in New York. Simply write, phone, or go there! 


All heads turned to look at 
Penny when she went on her 
dancing date at the famous 
Meadowbrook, haunt of the 
big-name bands. She made 
her entrance in sophisticated 
black lace on yards of 
“swooshing" organza. Don't 
let the picture in a locket 
fool you. It looks demure 
but it packs a fatal wallop 
in any man's language! 


Below: Penny got the thrill 
of her life when she was in- 
troduced to famous band 
leader Kay Kyser. He auto- 
graphed her Meadowbrook 
menu: ''Kay Kyser likes 
pictures with Penny!" 


The dress: Black lace on 
pink or white: $17.95 


combined with MOVIE MIRROR 
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You've read a lot of dreamed-up 


fiction about the stars’ 


grounds." 


"back- 


Here are the plain— 


and sometimes humiliating—tfacts 


BY FEARLESS” 


the customers have hocked the 

present and can never go back to 
retrieve it. There the things that have 
been part of their lives—the funny 
things, the tragic things, the little hu- 
man things—lie hidden away and for- 
gotten on dusty shelves. But if those 
things had tongues they could tell 
revealing stories about their owners. 

Let’s look into the pawnshop of the 
stars. 

Tucked away in a dark corner is a 
tragic memory in Jean Arthur’s life 
that should soften her critics. 

For as far back as Hollywood can 
recall, Jean has been inclined to be 
morose. Usually she remained by her- 
self. Occasionally, when she would 
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Tite past is like a pawnshop where 


A tragic teen-age experience is 
never spoken of by Jean Arthur 


Boyer won't easily forget one 


7 mortifying moment in Hollywood 


come out of her shell, it would be only 
to sit silently in front of a record ma- 
chine. While other guests laughed and 
had fun, Jean drank in the music and 
stared into space. 

When she was still in her teens, 
Jean had a tragic marriage. Julian 
was tall, curly-haired, restless, irre- 


sistible in his happy-go-lucky way. 


His romantic charm appealed to the 
young girl who was a terrific roman- 
ticist herself. Very little is known of 
that marriage. It was _ short-lived. 
Julian died on a boat while holidaying 
off the coast of Catalina. Jean Arthur 
retired deeper into a private world of 
her own choosing. Today she is hap- 
pily married to Frank Ross, one of 
Hollywood’s youngest and smartest 


producers. They live quietly and enjoy 
the companionship of a few close 
friends. But Jean will probably never 
be as completely emancipated as she 
has every right to be. 

After the gallant way Clark Gable 
faced his recent tragedy, it’s difficult 
to believe that a dress shirt could 
once have caused him so much unhap- 
piness. It happened when Clark was 
struggling so desperately to get a 
break in pictures. Finally he got a job 
that required wearing a dinner jacket. 
In those days cameras hadn’t pro- 
gressed to the stage where they could 
photograph dead white. In order to 
appear white on the screen, dresses, 
shirts, sheets and pillow cases, cur- 
tains, tablecloths and napkins, all had 
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Few people know of the black 
hour in Robert Taylor's past 


to be dyed pale blue or pink. 

Clark’s face mirrored his unhap- 
piness when he heard the cameraman’s 
words: “You'll have to have that dress 
shirt dyed blue, Mr. Gable. It picks 
up too much light that way.” 

Clark pleaded, but in vain. It was 
the only dress shirt he had. In case 
he was invited out for an evening, he 
couldn’t very well wear a blue shirt 
with his dinner jacket. He couldn’t 
afford to go out and have another one 
made to order. Finally, Clark went 
to the director. It was okay with him, 
but the cameraman stood his ground. 
Clark’s precious shirt came back from 
the wardrobe dyed a heavenly blue! 
Soon after that Clark got his big break. 
There have been many dress shirts 
since then, worn on red-letter occa- 
sions, but none of them does he re- 
member so vividly as he recalls that 
baby blue dress shirt. 

When stardom came to Dawn O’Day, 
she retained the name of the character 
she played—Anne Shirley. It had been 
a long, hard struggle. Anne and her 
mother, Mimi Shirley, breathed their 
gratefulness. The studio needed a 
home sitting to publicize “Anne Of 
Green Gables.” Anne Shirley couldn’t 
have been more delighted. The home 
address of the Shirleys proved to be 
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a five and ten cent store. The studio 
was bewildered. Quick checking dis- 
closed that Anne lived above the five 
and ten. 

It was a tiny apartment scrubbed to 
shining perfection. The bed was hid- 
den behind a door in the wall. Here 
and there were homey bits of decora- 
tion. Potted plants in tin cans lined 
the fire escape. The most beautiful 
thing in the room was the shining 
light in Anne Shirley’s eyes. It was 
her home. She was proud of it. To- 
day Anne could still live there and 
still feel just as proud. The only 
difference between sweet Dawn O’Day 
who became Anne Shirley and Anne 
Shirley who became the divorced wife 
of John Payne is—Anne was happier 
then than she is now! 

Back in Charles Boyer’s past there 
is a moment he’ll never forget. The 
studios were then making foreign ver- 
sions of American pictures. Boyer had 
been brought over to speak in his 
French mother tongue. He didn’t 
know a soul. He couldn’t speak the 
English language. Very little atten- 
tion was paid to him on the M-G-M 
lot. He was a miserable man. When 
foreign versions were discontinued, 
they were stuck with Boyer! Stuck 
with the man they paid a reputed one 


One act of Barbara Stanwyck's ended 
her Hollywood social career for years 


hundred thousand dollars for one pic- 
ture, just a few years later! 

In order to get a little use out of 
him, Boyer was given the bit part of 
Jean Harlow’s chauffeur in “Red 
Headed Woman.” Boyer had to open 
the door and speak one line. That 
was all. The line was in English and 
it made him nervous. He fumbled with 
the doorknob. “Great scott,” all but 
screamed director Jack Conway, 
“don’t you even know how to open 
a door!” This—to a man who had 
starred on the French-speaking stage 
for fifteen years. Today Charles never 
gets a chance to open doors. They 
see him coming miles away and do it 
for him! 

Those who remember Barbara Stan- 
wyck in the past remember her as a 
most unpleasant and anti-social young 
lady. Barbara was new in Hollywood. 
Frank Fay was the main attraction in 
their family. Or so Frank felt and 
Barbara believed him. The first party 
they went to, Frank went into the 
other room and played poker with the 
boys. Barbara was left alone in a 
strange room filled with stranger pro- 
ducers’ wives. She sat there in silence 
while they drooled over gossip. They 
tore their husbands’ stars to bits and 
shreds. The next time Barbara was 
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invited, she took along a book. She sat 
and read the entire evening. Thus 
ended her career in Hollywood so- 
ciety for many years to come. 

Very few people know of a certain 
black hour in Robert Taylor’s past. 
Unprepared for the avalanche of 
popularity which had descended upon 
him, he was at a loss as to how to 
handle not only it, but the barrage of 
criticism that rode along with it. 
Things went from bad to worse. So 
did the roles he was handed to play. 

Then one day a beaten Bob went 
out to the airport and bought a seat 
on the first plane leaving the ground. 
He didn’t care where it went. He was 
through in pictures, so what difference 
did it make? When the door of the 
airliner was thrown open at Salt Lake 
City and all the passengers got out, it 
still didn’t matter. 

Bob walked the sprawling streets of 
the city in the valley of salt. Presently 
he came to the majestic Mormon Tem- 
ple, then the statue commemorating 
the Miracle of the Sea Gulls which 
saved these hardy pioneers from the 
pestilence of the locusts. All about him 
were strength, simplicity—and faith. 
He began to feel his own strength and 
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Cesar Romero is now a friend of Ray 
Milland's; he once was his employer 


faith returning. You didn’t run away. 
just because you were licked. 

Robert Taylor took the next plane 
back to Hollywood—and fought it out. 

Since “Johnny Eager” Van Heflin’s 
success has been sensational. But it 
wasn’t this way the first time Van 
tried the movies as a contractee at 
RKO. He was King of the B’s and dis- 
liked that studio almost as much as 
they disliked him. Van didn’t have a 
close friend in Hollywood. Night after 
night he stayed at home, his only com- 
pany a colored servant who drove out 
here with him from the East and who 
used to stay up with Van and.play 
cards! 


UT of Ray Milland’s past come 
stories that should warm the 
hearts of movie aspirants. At one time 
Ray was so broke he was kicked out 
of his apartment on Sunset Boulevard. 
Another time he slept for six months 
on a couch in a friend’s living room. 
In the midst of this haphazard exis- 
tence Ray fell in love. And when two 
nice people fall in love, they want to 
get married. 
Jobs came here and there. 
permanent presented itself. 


Nothing 
Ray de- 


cided it wasn’t fair to his wife. He'd 
have to find a steady job. So he ap- 
plied to his father-in-law, then a 
successful Hollywood agent. Ray’s 
first three days peddling flesh were 
about as inspiring as a trip on a mer- 
ry-go-round. The fourth day a friend 
called him up. An actor had just ar- 
rived from New York. He didn’t have 
an agent. Ray tore over to meet— 
Cesar Romero, today one of his best 
friends. Cesar agreed to give Ray a 
week’s try at representing him. Bright 
and early Ray was up and heading for 
Paramount. Just as he was going out 
the door, RKO called. They had a 
part for him and no one else would 
do. Poor Ray! He did need the 
money. Man and agent fought it out. 
Man won. 

Ray’s part lasted a week. Luckily 
for Cesar, a part in a New York play 
called him back to Broadway. When 
Cesar eventually returned to Holly- 
wood, the first thing he did was send 
Ray a wire. Ray received it on the 
set at Paramount where he is now 
a star. “If it’s okay with you,” wired 
Cesar, “I’m changing agents because 
I eat, too!” 


THE ENbD 


The studio was embarrassed by what 
they saw 


in Anne Shirley's house 














(Continued from page 31) her mind 
about those bonds. Perhaps the picture 
of his going to war with an unquestion- 
ing faith in his country and himself and 
his future did it; perhaps it was the 
notion that by helping, even a little, to 
pay for munitions and surgical instru- 
ments and planes she would be helping 
to make Henry’s job easier. Her motives 
are not really important. 

But Mary fascinates me. I’m excited 
by the strength she represents, the 
strength of all the people like her across 
America. She’s not amazing just because 
she’s buying war bonds; patriotism isn’t 
anything odd, and there isn’t much to 
shout about when someone with extra 
money invests it in his own war effort. 
That’s something you just do because 
you’re an American, because it makes 
sense. 


MARY'S not the only one of her kind. 
There was that wonderful, angry, 
intense old man living in a California 
old folks’ haven when war broke out. 
He'd turned his savings into the institu- 
tion so he could spend the rest of his 
life there, but he did have one dollar 
left—or rather a check for one dollar 
from the United States Government. 
Seems he'd lent a pair of binoculars to 
the country during the first world war 
and the check was an honorarium he’d 
received when they sent back the binocu- 
lars. The glasses had long since been 
sold, but he figured he could at least 
spend the last dollar he had in the world 
to help the new fight. He had to take 
the check out of its frame, first, before 
he cashed it and bought four twenty- 
five-cent War Stamps. It had been just 
a curiosity until 1933; then it had be- 
come a treasure, because one of the sig- 
natures on it was that of Franklin Roose- 
velt, Assistant Secretary of the Navy. 

Consider a certain contract player at 
one of the larger studios. She got her 
first break about a year ago, but her 
salary was only $75 a week and that 
didn’t nearly cover her expenses in a 
town like Hollywood. One of the reasons 
they hired her, though, was that she 
owned a gorgeous crop of long, naturally 
red hair that fell to her waist and could 
be done in all sorts of exotic styles. Or 
it could be left free, when she was cast 
as a peasant girl. 

She appeared one day wearing a ban- 
danna over her head and the fabulous 
tresses were gone. The studio hair- 
dresser clapped his hands over his eyes, 
howling in agony. “What on earth have 
you done to yourself?” he screamed. 


* * * * * 


What About You? 


She told him. She’d heard the make- 
up department was frantic about the wig 
situation because it couldn’t buy human 
hair from Europe after the war began, 
so she’d sold them hers for a whopping 
price. The money had gone to fill her 
studio quota of bonds. 

There’s a nice Hollywood ending to 
this story. After the hairdresser had 
recovered enouzh to lift his comb, he 
accepted the challenge and designed a 
stunning coiffure for her; the studio 
couldn’t use her in character parts any 
longer so she was given a _ romantic 
lead in one of the B productions. She 
was surprisingly good. Now the studio 
is talking a new contract. 

One of my neighbors is a middle-aged 
schoolteacher, a spinster. She’s always 
been lonely, even a bit sour about life; 
but she has managed to see _ herself 
through year after year of work because, 
by saving her money, going without lux- 
uries—even desserts for dinner—she has 
been able to take a vacation trip each 
summer. This year, she planned to go 
to Mexico, and one day not long ago she 
deposited the final ten dollars that com- 
pleted her fund. After she left the bank 
she stopped by a railroad agency, made 
reservations for the middle of June and 
then went to the home of an old school 
friend who is now the mother of four 
grown sons. Her visit was primarily 
one of sympathy, because three of her 
friend’s sons were in the service and the 
fourth, the “baby,” was about to be in- 
ducted. 

Our schoolteacher had brought along 
an extra handkerchief, but instead of a 
weeping woman she found her friend 
fully rationalized and fiercely proud of 
the gift she was making to her country. 
It was a week before the schoolteacher 
could convince herself that she should 
make some sacrifice, even if she had no 
sons to send away; then she cut her pro- 
posed trip in half. And it was another 
two weeks before she gave up Mexico 
entirely, in favor of American victory. 

The last I heard she’d joined a First- 
Aid class. She had discovered for the first 
time going to this class twice a week 
that she need be neither lonely nor un- 
wanted. She gave up her vacation and 
gained a whole new life for herself. 


| BELIEVE, and Photoplay-Movie Mir- 
ror agrees with me, that these are the 
kind of people who ought to be talked 
about today. 

These are the stories to tell to remind 
us that we are invincible, that in our fan- 
tastic American way we will do not only 


* * * * 


Do you know stories Like these ? 


Write to me and tell me about them. You'll probably be able to 


do this in about 250 words. 


Send your letters to me in care of 


Photoplay-Movie Mirror, 7751 Sunset Boulevard, Hollywood, California. 


The editors and | will choose the best one; it will 


e printed in this 


magazine and the writer will be awarded a $25 War Bond. 
We may even send a complimentary copy of the winning story to 


Mr. Hitler, so he can see what he's up against. 


* 


deal 


the possible but the impossible too. 

Such stories there are in your town, 
across your street or in your clubhouse. 
Not all of them considerately prove, as 
in the case of my red-haired friend, that 
virtue often provides more than its own 
reward. But the people who find a way 
to buy war bonds are shrewd, hard- 
headed, realistic people who know the 
worth of money and are satisfied with 
the bargain. The hearty, crisp-voiced 
old grandma who spiritedly gathers up 
the collection of gold trinkets and rings 
she has treasured for years, mutters, 
“Why am I keeping all this junk any- 
way”” and sells them in order to buy 
bonds, is paying, as she would a long- 
due bill, for the good life she has had 
And she is making an installment on 
the same bill for her grandchildren. The 
housewife who, noticing the number of 
women being employed by the factory 
near her home, turns her back yard 
into a nursery and cares for the workers’ 
babies for a nominal fee, is using her 
profits for bonds with the satisfied 
knowledge that she’s securing her right 
to own a back yard and do with it as 
she pleases! 

THe ENnp 
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SHE: Dear, you look so threaten- 
ing—and we said we'd never quarrel! 





HE: What’s threatening is this 
lack of vitamin C. We need lots of 
it—and every day, because the body 
can’t store it up. 

SHE: But I a2/ways plan my meals for 
vitamins — 








HE: My dear, you have to plan 
especially for vitamin C. A food can 
be rich in other vitamins and have 
no C at all. It’s scarce. 

SHE: And besides, I read that it’s eas- 
ily lost in open cooking. What shall 
I ever do! 
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HE: Give us eight-ounce glasses 
of orange juice every morning, and 
we'll have all the vitamin C we need 
for the best of health—with a good 
start on A, B, and G, and calcium! 
SHE: And nothing in the world fastes 
so good! Dear, you’re wonderful! 

















GET YOUR VITAMINS THE 
NATURAL WAY 


Oranges make it the delicious 
way, too! In these times, the 
protective foods (fruits, 
vegetables, dairy products, 
eggs, meats and certain 
cereals) are more important 
than ever, Oranges are your 
best practical source of vita- 
min C—and also give you 
valuable amounts of vita- 
mins A, B; and G, calcium 
and other minerals. 
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From Natural Color Photograph 


Su nkis" 


““Hedda Hopper’s Hollywood’’—Many CBS Stations—6:15 P.M., E.T.—Mon., Wed., Fri. 


THESE SWEETS SAVE SUGAR! In salads and 
desserts, or simply peeled and eaten, 
oranges satisfy the sweet tooth without 
added sugar. At home or soda fountain, 
fresh orange juice provides a quick and 
healthful /ift. Mail the coupon for the 
free booklet of over 100 recipes. 
















SHOPPING LESS OFTEN THESE DAYS? Give your 
meals plenty of freshness by ordering 
oranges in larger quantities. They are good 
keepers. Those trademarked “Sunkist” are 
the finest from over 14,500 cooperating 
California growers. 


Copyright, 1942, California Fruit Growers Exchange 
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CALIFORNIA ORANGES 


Best for Juice 


Sunkist, Dept. 5308E, Sunkist Bldg. 
Los Angeles, Calif. 
Send FREE, “Sunkist Orange Recipes 
for Year-round Freshness.”” 














%& Pepsi-Cola is made only by Pepsi-Cola Company, Long Island City, N. Y. Bottled locally by Authorized Bottlers from coast to coast. ¥& 





Want to Play Gin Rummy? 


Olivia de Havilland and George Brent burn the candle for the gin- 
rummy cause, score themselves on an approved score card (right) 


(Continued from page 43) then figures 
the value of his remaining unmatched 
cards. Suppose this value is 14, and 
suppose his opponent had knocked with 
8, then the opponent would win the hand 
with a score of 6 points, or the difference 
between 14 and 8. 

If one player knocks and his opponent 
ends up with the same or smaller count, 
the opponent receives the difference be- 
tween the two scores, if any, plus a 10- 
point bonus. If a player knocks without 


any remaining points at all, however (the 
way Ilona Massey did it in the picture 
on page 43), he is 100 percent safe; and in 
addition wins 20 points for “Gin,” plus 
his opponent’s score. Even if the cp- 
ponent also ends up with zero, the other 
player still wins with 20 points exactly 
because he knocked first. 

The winner of the hand deals the next, 
this continuing until one player reaches 
100 points or more. At this point, the 
game is over and the total score is 


Paramount's singing star Betty 
Hutton and song writer Frank Loesser 
relax on the set of “Happy-Go- 
Lucky.” Their good taste in music 
put them on top in Hollywood. 


Pepsi-Cola’s swell flavor is 
tops in good taste everywhere. 
At home or on the road—no 
matter where you are—you'll 
enjoy Pepsi-Cola’s 12 full ounces, 
first sip to last. Only a nickel, 
too. Uncap a Pepsi-Cola today. 








OPPONENT 





16 








45 
30 








19 





12 


103 26 
100—game 40—2 boxes 
80—4 boxes 


283 winner's 
total 
—66 opponent's 
total 








66—opponent's 
total 


217—final score 











figured out. Here’s the way to do it: 

a) Winner receives the difference in 
the totaled scores of the two players. 
(The player who first scores 100 
points is given credit for any points 
he scores in excess of 100.) 
Winner receives a bonus of 100 
points for “game”; if opponent has 
not scored at all, this bonus is 
double. 
Each player receives 20 points for 
each hand (or “box”) he has won. 











Little Miss 


(Continued from page 37) he said, “you 
shouldn’t have come here. If you're going 
to be a star—and I have a hunch you are 
—we’ll have to get used to the column- 
ists.” 

“I never will,” she blazed. “I don’t want 
aA 


WENTY-FOUR hours Paramount had 

been searching for her. They had tele- 
phoned her house a hundred times. The 
private detectives they had put on her 
trail had just reported that her car had 
gone over a mountain side. 

“You’re holding up production,” they 
said to her. “You’ve jeopardized an in- 
vestment of hundreds of thousands of 
dollars because of a—a whim! We can’t 
have people who do such things!” 

“I’m not the girl for you then,” she 
told them. “You’d better replace me 
with someone who doesn’t care what 
happens to her private life as long as 
she gets ahead. I didn’t ask to work for 
you, remember. You sent for me. I'll 
quit right away!” 

That changed things. It was agreed 
Veronica would return as soon as she 
was able and, in the meantime, they 
would shoot the scenes in which she 
didn’t appear. 

And so it was_ settled—Veronica’s 
way. All her life she’s been a defi- 
nite human being with her own ideas 
about what is and what isn’t important 
and ready to protect the things she 
counts important at any cost. 

She was born at Lake Placid, New 
York, on November 14, 1919, almost 
twenty-three years ago, and christened 
Constance Keane. Her father was a 
newspaper artist. Writers and artists, 
editors and reporters came home with 
her father for long week ends. Veronica 
was bred on these people’s realistic and 
cosmopolitan point of view. Her parents, 
because of their extreme youth and their 
inclination, were, first of all, her friends. 
She was never treated as a child. 

Ten years—between the ages of five 
and fifteen—she was a pupil at the 
Montreal Convent of the Order of the 
Sisters of Notre Dame. 

“Life at the convent was more tradi- 
tional than comfortable,’ she says. “We 
did everything the way it had been done 
there for two hundred years. The con- 
vent rooms were large and gloomy and 
a high cement wall topped with jagged 
glass surrounded the grounds. We chil- 
dren wore black shoes and black cotton 
stockings and dresses with long pleated 
skirts and high necks and long sleeves. 
In our rooms we had water basins and 
pitchers of cold water. Afternoons we 
walked out two by two, with nuns in 
attendance.” 


H OLIDAYS, though, were happy times. 
Veronica skiied over Placid’s white 
hills and skated on the frosty lake. She 
went, too, with her mother and father to 
Miami. They had a house there. They 
were in residence when the 1929 hurri- 
cane tore at Florida as if it meant to 
pull the peninsula apart. 

“It’s been two weeks since we’ve had 
the hurricane warning,” said Mr. Keane 
one morning. “I think I'll take down the 
hurricane shutters and unleash the car.” 

Veronica, nine, looked worried. “I 
wouldn’t, Daddy!” 

“Why not?” asked her father. 
not?” asked her mother. 

“Well,” she said “the Indians are gone 
from the Everglades. That means they 
saw a bloom on the sol grass. And that’s 
a sure sign.” 

“Scientists insist the sol grass never 
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“Why | 


Dynamite 


blooms,” said Mr. Keane, picking up his 
tools. “They say the bloom on the 
sol grass is purely an Indian fancy.” 
Scarcely had the last shutter been 
stowed in the garage when the wind 
began to blow and the rain began to 
fall. 
listened to the wind scream around the 
chimney, tear the roof tiles away, rattle 
doors and windows. A cocoanut crashed 


They sat in the living room and | 


through the window and sent glass splin- | 


tering all over the floor. The ceiling 
began to sag and darken, but they didn’t 
dare go outside to see how much of the 
roof had held. Then came a horrible 
grinding noise... . 

They couldn’t hear each other’s voices 
for the howl of the wind and the down- 
pour of the rain. At last there was a 
lull. 
“Wrap your coats around you and make 
for the nearest house that’s still standing. 


“Run for it,” Mr. Keane shouted. | 


That grinding noise you heard a few | 
minutes ago was this house leaving its | 


mooring.” 

“I believe Indians more 
scientists,” Veronica said, gathering her 
coat around her. 

“You may have something there,’ her 
father agreed. 


HEY rebuilt their house and life for 

the next six years was pleasantly un- 
eventful. Then came 1934 when their 
world crashed. The collapse of several 
insurance companies left Mr. Keane a 
poor man. It wasn’t long before his health, 
threatened for years, collapsed too. 

They weren’t grim about it. They 
weren't a grim family. They had a the- 
ory that very often ill fortune handled 
constructively can be turned into good 
fortune. 

“We'll go to Miami and lie in the sun 
until Dad grows strong again,” Mrs. 
Keane said. 


than I do | 


When a girl with smoky blue eyes, | 


long golden hair, 
restraint, 


gray-smudged, and 
and curves that have warm 


and a low voice lies on a beach in the | 


sun and turns a pale golden tan it’s in- 
evitable that young men will take to 
lying in the sun on that beach too. 
when young men lie on the beach in the 
sun it’s inevitable girls will come along 
and join them, ever so casually. Veronica, 
in no time at all, found herself with a 


gang. 


THEY were young and restless and 
apprehensive, the boys and girls in 
Veronica’s gang. They had come out of 
school eager to get jobs and supplement 
diminishing family fortunes and _ had 
found there was no place in the world 
for them. Nights they drove out in their 
cars and tried to forget. 

One evening a crowd, including Mr. 
and Mrs. Keane, had supper on the beach. 
They broiled steaks over a charcoal fire 
and roasted corn. Then cigarettes and 
coffee went the rounds. 

“Mrs. Keane,” said one of the boys, 
“on behalf of the crowd I’d like to ask 
you a personal question. What have you 
threatened to do with your daughter 
if she misbehaves. . . .” 

Mrs. Keane laughed. “When she was 
small I did my best to teach her the 
difference between right and wrong. 
Now she’s on her own. Now she’s the 
one who'll be repaid or suffer for what- 
ever she does or doesn’t do.” 

Soon enough Steve Hannigan discov- 
ered Veronica. Steve Hannigan earns 
a small fortune every year for publicizing 


And | 


by placing photographs of pretty girls | 


on Florida beaches in newspapers all 
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| NEED MORE 
COMFORT NOW 
THAN EVER. 
AND WHEN 1 
HEARD -- 


THAT 3 OUT OF 
EVERY 4 WOMEN 
VOTED MODESS 
SOFTER-} GOT 
A BOX Quick! 


LOOKING FOR EXTRACOMFORT? Try Modess! 
You'll soon see why 3 out of every 4 women 
in a nationwide test voted Modess softer than 
the napkin they’d been buying! 


*Get the full details of the Softness Test! Write 
The Personal Products Corp., Milltown, N. J. 


3 out of every 4 voted 
Modess softer 


LOOK! GIRLS, ITS THE NEW DOGAO/P BOX! 





AT LAST A BOX 
THAT DOESN'T 
SHOUT SANITARY 

NAPKINS’! 








All that shows on your closet shelf is a charm- 
ing print pattern. Only Modess has it! And 


the Florida climate. He does this, largely, | Modess gives you the Boudoir Box for both Reg- 


ular and Junior size napkins. Still another reason 
to buy Modess—quick! 
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over the country. 

Veronica went to work posing. 

“This would be a good time to drive 
to California,” Mr. Keane said at break- 
fast one morning. “It wouldn’t be too 
hot or cold crossing the prairie or the 
mountains or the desert.” 

“Daddy!” cried Veronica 
Keane. 

In the same hour they were packing. 
The next morning they were on their 

way. Three weeks later they were living 
in a little studio apartment in Beverly 
Hills. 

Mr. Keane’s health improved in Cali- 
fornia; they decided to stay. 

“I soon got bored,” Veronica says, 
“walking around the streets, pretty as 
they were, and twiddling my thumbs. 
So one day I went to RKO with a girl I 
had met who worked as an extra.’ 

At RKO she saw girls who were satis- 
fied to play bits and dream of the day a 
director about to cast a big picture would 
look towards them and scream, “Where 
have you been all my life!” She was 
harder headed than these girls. She 
decided the thing to do was go to school 
or work in a stock company and prepare 
herself for acting. 

It was with the Bliss Hayden Players 
that Veronica served her apprenticeship. 
She played weary women twice her age 
and giggling schoolgirls. She worked 
hard and long. She learned how to use 
her voice. She got her dramatic bearings 
Then she went back to the studios. 


and Mrs. 


{ER Bliss Hayden training gave her a 
quality. She stood out. Soon she 
was playing small parts. Soon she was 
in the $66.50 a week class, but she 
really didn’t get ahead too fast. Di- 
rectors were forever insisting she curl 
her hair and then, seeing her with a 
modish coiffure, casting her in simpering 
ingenue roles. 

One day she was chosen for a picture 
by Busby Berkeley. “I suppose,” she 
told him, “that you want me to wear 
my hair up in curls too.” She’s not too 
gracious or politic when her patience 
runs low. 

“Heck, no!” he said. “Curl your hair 
and you'll look like everybody else. I 
chose you because you look different.” 

Freddie Wilcox saw her on the Ber- 
keley set, made a test of her, showed it 
to the William Morris office. They’re big 
agents. They liked it. They thought, too, 
that Veronica had something and agreed 
to handle her. 

John Detlie, a young set designer, was 
one of the men who turned to look at 
Veronica a second time as she walked 
briskly along the studio streets, her long 
taffy hair flying. But, together with the 
rest, he might have been part of the 
scenery for all the attention she gave him. 

He got her address finally from casting 
and sent her flowers and a note saying 
he would telephone that evening. 

“You take the call,” Veronica said to 
her mother. Many times, while Veronica 
and her father had stuffed pillows into 
their mouths to stifle their hysterical 
laughter, Mrs. Keane had given some 
man she found too smooth or pressing 
such a freeze that he never had called 
again. 

But John Detlie got no freeze. 

“Hey there,” called Mr. Keane, after 
listening to the opening of the phone con- 
versation, “remember you’re an old mar- 
ried woman!” 

“You_and I will never be grandpar- 
ents,” Mrs. Keane said, turning away 
from the phone, “if young men as charm- 
ing as this John Detlie can’t interest our 
daughter ...I think that would be 
lovely,” she spoke into the receiver again. 
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“TI should think my daughter would, too. 
Tuesday at one for luncheon. . . 

Tuesday came and so did John Detlie. 
“She'll be out in a _ minute—unless 
she’s completely crazy,” Mrs. Keane told 
him as she opened the door. “Right now 
she’s spying on you through the crack in 
that door down the hall. She wouldn’t 
trust my judgment.” 

They went to luncheon at the Beverly 
Brown Derby. Mrs. Keane went too, on 
John’s urgent invitation. 


OWEVER, Mrs. Keane didn’t drive to 

Ocean Park with them practically 
every night that week and ride on the 
merry-go-round and consume big candy 
apples and then drive home over hills 
soft in the starlight. She didn’t go swim- 
ming with them the Sunday following. 
She didn’t swing with them in the public 
park, of all places. 

She sat home with her husband and 
talked of the new warmth in Veronica’s 
voice and Veronica’s eyes and of all the 
fresh, clean things John Detlie’s smile 
made you think about. “I always knew 
when Veronica cared she would care 


Pinned down for victory: Frances Gif. 


ford of Paramount's “American Em- 
pire,” wears the emblem of the Medi- 
cal and Surgical Relief Committee 
of America. Price $1. Write Com- 


mittee at 420 Lexington Ave., N. Y. C. 
suddenly and tremendously—like this,” 
she told her husband. 

Saturday morning, a few weeks later, 
while Veronica was washing her hair for 
a date with Johnny, the phone rang. 
She answered it with a towel wrapped 
high about her head. 

“Miss Keane,” said a voice, “this is 
Arthur Hornblow’s secretary at Para- 
mount calling. How tall are you please?” 

“Five feet, one inch,” Veronica said. 
; “Thank you,” said the voice. “Good- 
oy. 

Fifteen minutes later, while Veronica 
was still explaining to her parents that 
the movies were a madhouse, Arthur 
Hornblow himself telephoned. 

“Will you come over, please, Miss 
Keane,” he said, “as fast as you can?” 

She wrapped a turban around her 
dripping hair and ran for her car. 

The Hornblow office was jammed with 
all kinds of people and apparently they 
had gathered there to look her over. 

“We've just seen the test they made 
of — over at Metro,” Arthur Hornblow 
Sald, 

“Oh, really,” said Veronica. 

“Yes,” said Arthur Hornblow, “and 
we want you to take this script home and 


this afternoon.” 


read it over the week end.” 

A girl thrust the script of “I Wanted 
Wings” into her hand. 

“I wonder,” she said to John that night, 
“how many girls in this town are reading 
scripts of ‘I Wanted Wings’ over this 
week end—and hoping?” 

They were in John’s car headed for a 
little restaurant where you dine on a 
terrace that overlooks the Pacific and 
the lights of the little towns along the 
crescent shore, where candles on the 
tables flutter in the soft breeze and the 
darkness is sweet with jasmine. 

The next morning they went to the 
beach to lie all day in the sun and dive 
into the breakers and stop for an early 
dinner on the way home and talk and 
talk, always unaware there was any 
world beyond each other’s eyes. 

“What’s the part like—now that you’ve 
read the script?” Johnny asked. 

“It’s the girl’s part,” she said incred- 
ulously. “If I get it they'll call me a 
Hollywood Cinderella. Nobody will re- 
member all the pictures in which I played 
sweet ingenues—which is just as well! 
And all the work and study I’ve done and 
the training I had with the Bliss Hayden 
Theater will be forgotten. But of course 
I won’t get it—it’s ridiculous even to 
think about it.” 

“I’m glad you haven’t gone overboard 
about it,” he said gently. “You get 
your heart broken if you go overboard 
in this town.” 

She said, “You get your heart broken 
if you go overboard—period!” 

“You won't. I promise,” he said. 

She didn’t know what to say then. 
She didn’t want to take him more seri- 
ously than he meant to be taken, per- 
haps; say, “I’d love to marry you Johnny. 
And I don’t believe in long engagements.” 

So she said instead, “They never would 
have considered me for such a_ hard- 
boiled role if I'd made that test with my 
hair curled. I look so sweet and simple 
with my hair curled.” 

“You're terribly sweet,” he said, “but 
10 one could accuse you of being simple.” 

“Thanks, twice,” she said. 

She found a nurse and doctor and 
priest with her father when she got 
home. 

“His lung collapsed,” the doctor ex- 
plained. “It’s pressing against his heart, 
unfortunately, and he’s in great pain. 
Your mother’s hysterical from the shock 
of the attack. We've put her to bed in 
the other room. I’m glad you’ve come. 
He’s been asking for you. And above 
everything else we must keep him happy 
and quiet.” 

All night Veronica worked with the 
nurse. Her father’s bed had to be 
changed again and again. He had to have 
glucose and morphine injections and he 
was too weak to bend his arm. He had 
to be reassured. So did her mother. 

She tried to give her mother some of 
her strength and some of her courage. 
‘Daddy’s going to get well,” she said. 
“You must believe that, you just 
must... .” 

Five o’clock in the morning her father 
fell asleep. 

“You lie down too,” the nurse told her. 
“Tll call you when he wakes.” 

She called her at seven. At ten Para- 
mount telephoned. 

“You're due here for a wardrobe fitting 
—right now!” said the voice. “We're 
testing you for ‘I Wanted Wings’ early 


Phenomenal is the word for what’s 
about to happen to Veronica Lake. Watch 
for the sensational conclusion of her 
life story in 
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NN HARE, beautiful young 


g 
daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Emlen Spencer 
Hare of Park Avenue, New York. Her 
engagement to Walter Wooster Richard of 
New York and Long Island was announced 
afew months after her debut. Like Wooster, 
Ann is Navy-minded, works hard with 
“Bundles for Bluejackets” and the “Navy 
Relief Society.” One of the season’s love- 
liest debutantes, she made her bow in 
Philadelphia, where her mother’s family 


has long been socially prominent. 


ADORABLY YOUNG 
AND LOVELY—There’s 
a rare-orchid charm about 
Ann's blonde young beauty, 
and her exquisite skin has 
a luminous satin-smooth 
look. Of her complexion 
care Ann says, “TI just use 
Pond’s Cold Cream every 
day. Pond’s is so light and 
silky my skin just loves it 
—and it’s perfectly grand 
for cleansing.” 

(right) Ann and Wooster 


before he was called to 
active Navy duty. 





ANN’S RING is unusually lovely— 
a large marquise-cut diamond, that 
reflects light with sparkling radiance. 
A baguette diamond is set on each 
side of the brilliant solitaire. 
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She's Lovely! She uses Ponps! 


fy 


This is Ann Hare’s simple daily skin care: 
She slips Pond’s Cold Cream all over her 
face and throat. She pats with deft little 
pats to soften and release dirt and make-up 
—then tissues off well. 
She rinses with more Pond’s—for extra 
softening and cleansing. Tissues it off again. 


Do this yourself{—every night, for day- 
time cleanups, too. You'll see why society 
leaders like Mrs. John Roosevelt, Mrs. 
Ernest Biddle are so devoted to Pond’s 
Cold Cream. Why more women and girls 
everywhere use Pond’s than any other face 
IT’S NO ACCIDENT SO MANY LOVELY ENGAGED GIRLS USE POND’S cream. Buy 2 jar teday—st your favorite 





beauty counter. Five popular-priced sizes— 
the most economical—the lovely big jars. 
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How Clark Gable Is Conquering Loneliness 


(Continued from page 34) tant human 
being in life to him and there wasn’t one 
thing he could do about it, except take it. 
His instinctive reaction, therefore, 
when he had finally got through the fu- 
nerals of Carole and her mother and 
Otto, was to join the Army. He told his 
closest friends, Howard Strickling, head 
of M-G-M’s publicity department, Al 
Monesco, the racing driver, and Harry 
Fleishman, his favorite hunting com- 
panion, that he couldn’t possibly face a 
camera again. Reality made play-acting 
impossible. The world was a _ horrible 
place, with America a little more than 
its first month in the war, and all he 
wanted was direct action, a chance to 
take a gun and get out and get his 
private quota of Japanese soldiers. 


jt may have been Strickling who, know- 
ing that work would eventually prove 
an anodyne, murmured at that moment 
that enlisting was a wonderful thing but 
could Clark wait long enough to finish 
the picture on which he had been work- 
ing prior to the tragedy. 

“T’ll go back just long enough to finish 
this one picture,” he finally said to Strick. 
“You'll have to get them to change the 
title, however. I couldn’t walk on a set 
with those words before me.” 

The title had been “Somewhere I'll 
Find You.” They changed it to “Red 
Light.” 

The nerves of the entire cast and crew 
were taut as harp strings the first morn- 
ing Gable returned to work. But if you 
didn’t look too closely and ignored his 
thinness, he was just the usual Clark, 
with the same flashing smile, the usual 
jaunty wisecracks. He kept his smile on 
all day, too, and never once blew up in 
a scene. The only way he deviated from 
his normal routine was at lunchtime. His 
custom had always been either to eat at 
the big table in the main M-G-M dining 
room at which the directors and writers 
gather, or to go to the other side of the 
dining room and sit on a high stool at the 
counter where the crew eats. This first 
day he retired to his dressing room and 
ate alone. That is still true. He hasn't 
yet returned to the commissary for a 
meal. 


THAT night Al Monesco went home to 


the Encino house with him. “I’ve got 
to get out of here,” Clark said. “Sunday 
I'll go look for a new place.” 

“You bet,” said Al. “I'll help you.” He 
did help, too. On Sunday he drove Clark 
all over the San Fernando Valley and 
every place they looked at, he’d point 
out the advantages. He told Clark there 
would never be a thing on any of these 
ranches to remind him of Carole, never 
a stable where they had hung up their 
tack after their long rides, never a barn 
where he’d remember the first cow he'd 
bought, which hadn’t given enough milk, 
and how, when he’d sent the animal back 
to its original owner, Carole had said it 
must be the most humiliated cow in all 
California. He kept pointing out these 
advantages. Gable finally gave him a 
look from beneath those brows of his. 

“So okay,” he said, very sharply. “So, 
turn around and I'm not leaving the old 
house.” 

It was the following Monday that Clark 
sent for Larry Barbiere, the publicity 
man who had first known the truth about 
Carole’s death, and asked him to lunch 
with him. Larry went over to the dress- 
ing room, half frightened by the request, 
more frightened when Clark asked him 
to retell every detail of that first night. 
But Larry did talk and then Clark began 
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talking back to him, asking and answer- 
ing questions, and the lunch hour flew 
by, and the early afternoon. The set 
waited, but no one disturbed them. 


It got to be three o'clock and Larry 
was thinking that there would be no 
more shooting that day, when suddenly 
Gable became conscious of the time. He 
rushed out to the stage and quickly went 
into a scene. Apparently, that talk about 
Carole had worked some release and that 
afternoon for the first time since the 
tragedy his acting regained its old suav- 
ity. The scenes taken then were actually 
the first Gable scenes that they printed. 


Things were much easier after that 
until the day that Carole’s will was pro- 
bated. Except for a trust fund for her 
brother, Carole had left all her money 
to this man she had loved like a god. 
He came back to the studio in one of 
his moods of terrific depression. Mag- 
nificently concealed though it is, there 
has always been this sombre mood deep 
within Gable, which is the heritage 
of his Dutch blood. That night he was 


Clark remembers Carole's laughter, 
her jokes, that funny little story 
about the ‘‘humiliated'’ cow 


in one of those lows and when, a day 
or so later, the battle of Macassar Straits 
began going not so well for us, he first 
began talking of going into the Navy. 

It was then that his devoted gang really 
gave it to him. “You know how old you 
are?” he was asked. He thundered at 
them that he perfectly well knew. He 
was forty-one and so what. They re- 
torted by saying the average age of Navy 
recruits was nineteen, the average Army 
recruiting age a year or so older. In 
other words, they said brutally, he’d be 
surrounded by boys young enough to be 
his sons and did he think that he could 
hold his own physically against them? 


T is a strange phenomenon, but any 

psychologist will tell you that the 
greatest sense of grief from a death is 
frequently felt three months after the 
event. Gable hit this period in mid-April. 
It was during it that a Hollywood mem- 
ber of the Signal Corps talked to him 
about the possibility of his getting a com- 
mission in this branch of the service. 
Gable brooded on this in silence for days, 
finally announced that he now felt he 
should stick to acting unless Washington 


definitely called him for some specific 
war work. Actually Washington had al- 
ready let it be known that what it most 
wanted of Gable was for him to keep on 
acting. 

M-G-M quickly submitted a trio of 
scripts to Gable for his next picture 
Interestingly, the one he chose to do 
first was one dealing with life-after- 
death, the first essay he has ever made 
into the supernatural. After that, he goes 
into a highly romantic, a most poetic 
role in “The Sun Is My Undoing.” 

But the greatest proof of Gable’s 
courageous snap-back is the fact that 
when Metro, who had been sold on the 
title “Somewhere I'll Find You,” ap- 
proached him recently with the idea of 
releasing his present picture under that 
original title instead of the second-choice 
substitute, “Red Light,” he was not too 
disturbed. You may, after all, see Clark 
Gable playing in “Somewhere [ll Find 
You” and you will know then that he 
has made himself strong enough so that 
he can no longer be hurt by a few un- 
important words. 

Meanwhile he has seen to it that every 
fan letter of sympathy that reached him— 
and they came in the literal hundreds of 
thousands—has been answered and he 
has begun to go out a little to the houses 
of those friends who understand him and 
where he can feel relaxed. He now goes 
for dinner with Howard Strickling and 
his vivid wife, Gail, or with the Walter 
Langs, where he laughs at the gay wit 
of Mrs. Lang who used to be Fieldsie, 
Carole’s closest friend and confidante, or 
with Phil and Leila Hyams Berg, Phil, 
who is his agent, and Leila whom he’s 
known ever since the first day he walked 
on the Metro lot. 

One thing the Government has promised 
to let him do (and he is immensely eager 
to get at it) and that is to make a series 
of short subjects to be shown to the 
service lads. What they will be on, when 
and where they will be made, he him- 
self doesn’t know and he isn’t asking. He 
just wants to do them. As for Bond 
buying, the day after we went into the 
war, he bought the full quota that any 
individual is entitled to buy in any one 
year. He got his 1941 quota on Decem- 
ber 8, his 1942 quota on the second of 
January. He’s got standing orders at his 
bank to buy the top limit for him if at 
any time this ruling may change. 

Clark loved Carole with the passion 
that only a strong man of temperament, 
intelligence and imagination can love the 
woman who inspires the best in him 
She was a superior, beautiful, laughing, 
generous person, this Carole, and Clark 
knows he can never replace her image 
within his heart. 


Yet he is, for all that gleam in his eye, 
for all that persuasive smile of his, a 
domestic man, who loves his home and 
thus inevitably, I believe, there will be 
another chapter to his life story. And 
like all people who triumph over the 
events that could have defeated them, 
he’s coming out of this stronger than 
ever. 


Personally I like to think about a story 
he told me years ago, about how, when 
he was first learning to act, he had to 
learn to smile. It wasn’t natural to him, 
until one day somebody told him that 
only the brave smile well. 

He’s smiling now, carefully and delib- 
erately, and he intends to keep on smi!- 
ing. It’s an attitude to keep remembering 
these days of 1942. 


The End. 
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Vivacious Mrs. Stringer adores keeping house with her own 
In addition to its famous 


hands in the New York apartment she herself decorated so . 
. : ec ons ; manicure preparations, Cutex 
charmingly. Adores Cutex, too! Says: “Even doing my own is now producing war mate- 


rials for the Government on a 


dishes three times a day, my Cutex Polish stayed so perfect 
full wartime schedule. 


I finally changed it only because my nails were too long!” 


Wear Cutex .. . Gingerbread, Sugar Plum, Saddle Brown, 

Alert or Black Red! See how thrillingly their beauty lasts 

—and lasts! Only 10¢ (plus tax) in U. S. COC 
Northam Warren, New York 
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What Hollywood Thinks of Gary Cooper 


(Continued from page 39) go out to the 
location with us. We were expected on 
the set about ten. 

“Gary didn’t show up until ten-thirty. 
The driver tried to hurry him into the 
car. But Cooper couldn’t be stampeded 
and wanted to know, ‘Where do we have 
breakfast?’ And then, with everybody 
hopping around trying to get him started, 
he had a nice quiet breakfast of pretzels 
and near beer. 

“It was twelve when we arrived at the 
field and Gary was through with the 
picture by three and on the train for 
Hollywood at seven. Figuring he was 
all washed up in pictures, he said, “This 
is the shortest movie career a guy ever 
had for so long a trip.’ 

“But Gary’s career was far from over. 
His remarkable performance in the bit 
in ‘Wings’ so impressed the front office 
that when I got back to Hollywood he 
was playing opposite Clara Bow in 
‘Children Of Divorce.’ 

“There isn’t a tough guy in Hollywood 
as immovable as old Long Tack, once he 
gets a notion. Yet he’s always open to 
suggestions. You don’t have to be im- 
portant to get his ear. He'll thank a bit 
player or an extra for a tip any day.” 


perry O’DOUL, famous big league ball 
player hired to coach Gary for his Lou 
Gehrig role in “Pride Of The Yankees,” 
was eager to give his opinion 

Lefty says: “I think Gary Cooper is the 
most human human being I’ve ever 
known. In my baseball career I’ve met 
a lot of people. But not one of them was 
as thoroughly democratic as this lad 
Unless it was Lou Gehrig—whom Gary 
is so very much like. 

“I went up to Sun Valley with Cooper. 
He wanted to get away to a spot where 
we could have a good workout. But that 
guy can’t get away from his popularity, 
no matter where he goes. 

“One day a bunch of soldiers showed 
up. One of them, a sergeant, came over 
to Gary and saluted. ‘Regards from one 
sergeant to another, Sergeant York!’ 

“Gary nearly brained himself trying 
to salute with a bat in his hand. That 
Jed to the soldier’s asking Cooper if he 
would pose for a picture with him. Gary 


did. With him and with every other fel- 
low in the group. 

“Cooper liked to chew the fat with 
Spike, the fellow who had charge of the 
horses at the hotel. He and Gary used 
to work on Western pictures together in 
Hollywood. They’d talk about horses, 
hunting and guns. Cooper is crazy about 
guns. I don’t guess I can teach Gary to 
field or bat like Lou Gehrig, but Ill 
gamble that the real Sergeant York 
would have a heck of a time outshooting 
this long-geared guy from Montana.” 

Gary's mother. Mrs. Charles Cooper. 
volunteered this: 

“When he was a boy Frank (Gary’s 
real name is Frank James Cooper) 
would go off into the hills, walking or 
shooting, with the Indian boys. We lived 
on a ranch forty miles northwest of 
Helena and the Indians who worked for 
us had children about Gary’s age. Those 
Indians never talked much—and Frank 
would spend hours with them without 
speaking a word. 

“Gary is miserable if he attracts at- 
tention. So he does his charity work 
by proxy—through me. I belong to more 
charitable organizations than any other 
woman out here. Because I’m acting for 
Gary, too. He never speaks of the chari- 
ties, except to ask me, jokingly, how my 
naughty girls are. I’m interested in the 
Minnie Barton Home for wayward girls. 
You know Gary has his own quiet sense 
of humor.” 

So Boots Dunlap says. Boots used to 
work with him in Yellowstone National 
Park, long before Gary dreamed of going 
into pictures. Boots is a special police 
officer at Warner Brothers studio and 
still sees quite a lot of his old pal. 

“Frank Cooper and I,” says Boots, 
“were gear-jammers together in the 
park. We drove busses and spieled for 
the tourists. Frank worked there during 
the summer while he was at Grinnell 
and we called him ‘The Sheik.’ 

“Frank was a fine driver, but not much 
of a spieler. One fellow claimed a moun- 
tain was a better talker than the string 
bean that drove them—because you could 
at least get an echo back from a moun- 
tain. 

“One pair of schoolteachers certainly 


Just to prove a breath-taking point in the story beginning on page 56. Noted 
Photoplay-Movie Mirror's Hyman Fink: "Il almost got a picture of Howard 
Hughes the other night. Caught him with Lana Turner at the Little Troc. As soon 
as | walked in Hughes jumped up, took my camera away from me and said, ‘Here, 
you sit down next to Lana. You don't get my picture, but I'm going to take a 
picture of you!’ And he did. He refused to go near the table till | left the 
place!" Left to right: Lana's mother, Ben Cole, her manager, Lana and Fink 
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got their money’s worth, though. They 
came back all excited about the fascinat- 
ing young fellow that drove them. This 
young fellow had told them about being 
born near Cody, but never getting into 
town until he was seventeen. “When we 
asked them who the driver was they 
pointed to Frank—leaning up against a 
post and chewing a straw. He never 
cracked a smile and looked as innocent 
as a prairie dog, though he’d gone to 
school in England and managed to get 
around the country pretty well. said 
the teachers had roweled him tilf,had 
to tell "em something. And whe, cTank 
decided to tell—he told.” 


jo. McCREA, one of Gary’s closest 
friends, says the most satisfying thing 
about Gary is the fact that he never 
changes but is always the same easy- 
going, friendly, understanding pal. 

At the time we asked Joel to tell us 
about Gary for this story, however, he 
had a grievance against Cooper. He 
complained that “Long Tack” wasn’t liv- 
ing up to his end of a bargain. 

It seems that a long time ago Goldwyn 
studio made a cutaway coat for Joel to 
wear in a picture. Soon thereafter, Gary 
had need for such a coat and _ bor- 
rowed it. Sf? 

As Joel and Gary are as alikie fhysi- 
cally as they are mentally, it wa’ a per- 
fect fit. So from that time on either of 
the two who had use for the coat wore it. 

Then Joel had need of it in “The Palm 
Beach Story.” But when he called for the 
coat he was told Gary had ruined it 
during the making of “Ball Of Fire.” 
So Joel was being fitted for a new coat 
and claimed that Gary ought to be at the 
tailor’s instead of him. 

But what Joel didn’t know was how 
his coat happened to be ruined. Irving 
Fine, the publicity unit man for the pic- 
ture “Ball Of Fire,” told that. 

“One day we were shooting on location, 
up at Sherwood Forest. So Gary took 
a rifle to get in a little hunting. We 
used Gary until late afternoon. Then 
he grabbed his gun and set off—dressed 
in the cutaway coat and a high hat. 

“In an hour or so he was back again 
looking stranger than ever. His hat was 
gone and his coat was in shreds. While 
he was prowling through the woods he 
somehow knocked a hornets’ nest out 
of a tree. He knew he could lose the 
stinging pests by running’ through 
bushes. In doing that he also lost most 
of the cutaway coat. Fortunately, we 
didn’t need it any more in the picture.” 

Unfortunately, Joel McCrea did! 


"| GOT a squawk about him,” volun- 
teered the man who cleans up are 
the stage. “You ought to see his dressirhg 
room since he’s taken up carving. I have 
to wade in shavings up to my knees.” 

“Yeah—you got a squawk,” jeered 
Irving Sindler, Goldwyn property man. 
“Who’s the guy that’s been getting the 
carpenters to give Coop the best wood? 
You have. Say, you’d clean up shavings 
up to your neck and like it, if Coop did 
the whittling.” 

The other’s 
wasn’t far off. 

“Tll tell you this,” Sindler continued, 
“Coop doesn’t make any fuss about what 
he’s going to do for you, but he always 
delivers. And all the while he’s so un- 
assuming.” 

Unassuming is about as good a one- 
word description as can be written of 
Gary Cooper. And it is also the reason 
for his popularity with all ages and sexes. 

THE ENb 
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(Continued from page 52) have luncheon 
with Miss Marie, the fashion editor. She 
wants to talk about stills of you for the 
magazines.” 

Julie assured Sophie she would be in 
the commissary by one. And then she 
dared to mention something very much 
upon her mind. 

“Do you suppose there’s any chance,” 
she began, “for me to see some Holly- 
wood houses? I promised a... a con- 
tractor friend back home that I'd tell him 
about them,” she explained. 

“If you mean the red-haired contractor 
who bade you farewell with an orchid,” 
Scphie smiled, “Bettina told me all about 
it. We'll see what we can cook up.” 

She reached for her telephone and 
called the Fashion Department. 

“Miss Marie,” she was presently say- 
ing, “I've just asked Julie Burnette to 
meet you in the commissary at one 
o'clock. And don’t you think it would 
lend a nice note to her fashion shots if 
they were made in the homes of the 
stars? Say on Miss de Havilland’s sun 
deck and in Jim Cagney’s playroom and 
beside Bette Davis’s oval swimming pool? 
... You'll arrange it? Good.” 

“That should take care of your con- 
tractor,’ Sophie remarked, as she re- 
placed the receiver .. . “Now run along 
to the Wardrobe Department.” 

Julie made her way across the little 
park with its fountain and vivid flower 
beds, thinking back to less than one week 
ago when she had been just a fifteen- 
dollar-a-week theater usher in Glad- 
stone, Ohio, with Hollywood and all its 
glamour only something to dream about! 


T may have been the thrill of her ward- 

robe fitting, or it may have been that 
she wasn’t yet quite sure of her direc- 
tions about the lot, but after she had 
finished fitting costumes and was on her 
way to meet Sophie and Miss Marie in 
the commissary, she found herself hope- 
lessly lost, found herself, in fact, outside 
the studio gates rather than inside! 

With twenty minutes to spare she was 
about to locate the main entrance, there 
to talk her way in again, when she heard 
her name excitedly shouted out from 
across the street. Scott Hendricks! 

The girls were as overjoyed to see 
each other as though they had been 
friends for a lifetime! Indeed it seemed 
all of a lifetime since they had bidden 
each other good-by in Chicago. 

Scott had arrived this morning and had 
gone directly to Castle Argyle where she 
had found the key to Apartment 706, left 
for her by Julie. She had been in Holly- 
wood but a brief four hours, but had 
already found out enough about the 
problems attendant upon becoming an 
extra in pictures, to feel that it would 
be simple, by comparison, to try becoming 
Grand Mogul of Siam! 

The first shock, so Scott relayed, had 
been her discovery that in order to work 
in pictures, even as the most insignificant 
extra, it was necessary to become a mem- 
ber of the Screen Actors Guild, to the 
tune of fifty dollars membership fee and 
four dollar first-quarter dues. Once you 
managed the complicated requirements 
for this, you were expected, as an extra 
in good standing, to telephone Central 
Casting at fifteen-minute intervals from 
five a.m. to eleven p.m. every day, upon 
the slim prospect that sometime the an- 
swering operator would change her me- 
chanical reply of “No work,” to the 
information that you were to report at 
one of the studios for a day’s engagement. 

But there seemed smal] chance ever to 
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get as far as the telephone calls, for, since 
there were already seven thousand regis- 
tered extras, admittance to the Guild 
seemed all but impossible. Not only must 
your photograph, your personality, your 
acting experience and your ability in 
general be approved by the Board, but as 
a preface even to this, it was required 
that you have at least three letters from 
studios recommending you as so excep- 
tional that pictures would be better off 
if you were part of them. 


‘CO there it is,” Scott said to Julie, con- 
tinuing the story that night when the 
two girls were curled up on the great soft 
davenport in Castle Argyle’s living room. 
“You can’t get work in pictures without 
letters from the studios saying that you 
are exceptional, and the studios can’t pos- 
sibly know you are exceptional, until you 
have worked in pictures! The whole 
thing seems impossible,” she declared, 
“unless, as in a case like yours, some 
studio makes a real bid for you. Never- 
theless,” she added with spirit, “I didn’t 
come to Hollywood for the fun. It will 
be a long, cold day before I give up!” 
So today became tomorrow and tomor- 
row became the next day, discourage- 
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ment and disillusion combined with 
bright hope. 

For Scott there was the joyful surprise 
of discovering one chance for admittance 
to the Guild which she had not at first 
comprehended. It seemed that extras 
were desired in every trick profession so 
that any director’s call, however ex- 
traordinary, might be filled. 

Since there were girl unicycle riders, 
girl stagecoach drivers, girl net-fall spe- 
cialists, girl herders of wild cattle, etc., 
etc., ad infinitum, it seemed far from 
likely, on first thought, that anybody 
could offer any trick which would be a 
new one. But strangely enough this small 
possibility became Scott’s opportunity, 
for having spent her childhood in Swit- 
zerland, she was an old hand at ski jump- 
ing, a qualification which, in view of her 
sex, did indeed accomplish the impossible, 
and win her the coveted membership. 

She realized only too well that this was 
just the beginning of a long and weary 
routine but even so it was a beginning, 
and with renewed spirit she entered into 
the business of dialing Garfield 3711 at 
fifteen-minute intervals every day. 

Meanwhile, reporting daily at the War- 
ner lot, Julie became ever more eager 
to become part of this world of make- 
believe. Each day upon the set found her 
daring to feel more sure that she was 
going to win the coveted chance to be- 


come an actress under contract, in line 
for small roles and traveling by this 
route to bigger ones. She began to dream 
of it in no indefinite terms, especially 
when Mr. Trilling informed her that she 
was to stay on for a few weeks of special 
coaching in Sophie Rosenstein’s classes. 


Now and then she let Scott share one 
of Tod’s letters. She had long since 
displayed his picture. 

“Nice and tall,” Scott had commented 
“And sandy hair is my favorite for a man. 
Are you engaged to him?” 

“Well, I. .I don’t know,” Julie had 
replied honestly enough. She had been 
doing a good deal of thinking lately 
about how she would fit her old life and 
her new one together; in other words, 
what did she want to do about marrying 
Tod? But it was quite true that he had 
never actually asked her; she was simply 
taking it for granted that he was taking 
it for granted! 

Meanwhile, there was Curt Melbourne: 
the joy of flower boxes bearing his card, 
the fun of dinner dates, his interest al- 
ways frankly flattering, his eyes saying 
more than eyes had ever said to her 
before. . 

And so winter became spring. And one 
noontime Miss Bette Davis droppeq jn, at 
the portrait gallery to pick up a pair of 
gloves she had left there the day before. 

“I was sorry to hear about Julie,” she 
said to Curt. “Too bad she isn’t to remain 
on the lot . . . she’s a sweet youngster.” 

Curt didn’t know what Miss Davis 
meant. After a moment he asked her. 

“I thought you would have heard,” she 
replied. “In Steve Trilling’s office just 
now, they were arranging for her to be 
returned home. It seems they have hoped 
the Studio Theater classes would develop 
her sense of emotion and her ability to 
act, but it hasn’t seemed to work out.” 

Suddenly Curt’s door opened and Julie 
stood upon the threshold, no tears in her 
eyes for the first long second, then they 
came with a rush! 

“Hi there, Missy,” Curt said with his 
usual grin. “Looking for a nice big hand- 
kerchief?” He hastened to produce one, 
as he went to meet her. “Glad you came 
straight to your Uncle Curtis. I’ve just 
heard the news.” 

“You must think I’m a terrible baby 
to be crying about it,” Julie apologized. 

“I, for one, don’t think so,” Bette Davis 
assured her. “But in your case how can 
Hollywood possibly be important? Didn't 
you tell me about a chap in Ohio who's 
building your ideas into a house? I know 
of but one reason why a young man asks 
a lady to design his house,” she said with 
her vivacious smile. 

“But I don’t want to give up,” ##& 
declared. “If it’s true that be actress 
learns emotion by shedding tears, I’m im- 
proving by the minute.” 

“But can’t you improve in Ohio?” Miss 
Davis suggested . . . “Just last night I 
was thinking about how California has no 
springtime; no crocuses or pussywillows. 
Each year I hate to be missing them. 
Would you like to come over on the set 
with me?” she invited. “I don’t imagine 
you've had lunch. I'll send for some.” 

But it was Curt who replied. 

“I think I'd like her to stay here for 
a while, if you don’t mind,” he said. 
“There are one or two things I’d like to 
say about Hollywood versus Ohio.” 


Romantic proposal? Fatherly advice? 
What is Curt going to say to Julie in 
this crisis? Continue this exciting true- 
to-life story in 
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20 Questions | Dare Hollywood to Answer 


(Continued from page 29) on the knees 
of the gods, as those things always are. 

2. Why does Lana Turner go in for 
musicians? 

Well, that’s a lot of eyewash. Lana 
doesn’t care whether they play a trumpet, 
clarinet, beat a drum, write music, or 
sell insuranee. She just likes men. Let 
me add, attractive men. In one week 
she’s reported to have been engaged to 
four different men and to have “eloped” 
with two others. No one can tell what 
she’s going to do, not even Lana. There 
is an impulsive child of nature if I ever 
saw one. Maybe that’s what makes her 
so attractive on the screen. Take the 
matter of the color of her hair. The 
studio had a heck of a time keeping it 
the same for the duration of one picture. 
Then her clothes. She loved red. Her 
fire-wagon automobile matched her 
blouse. Well, that’s all kid stuff, but 
that’s what she is. And here we go on 
the supposition that she’s grown up. Give 
any kid all the money she wants, all the 
publicity, the finest parts, all the greatest 
stars in the movies to play opposite and 
the adulation of millions of fans—and 
what can you expect? Anybody’s head 
would be turned. But give Lana time— 
she'll settle down. Maybe with a string 
of ex-husbands, but she wouldn’t be the 
first one to do that, either. 


3 Will Paulette Goddard continue her 
~* upward climb? 

Who’s to stop her? Certainly not 
Paulette. Certainly not her studio. 
They've given her a new contract. And 
certainly not Paulette’s ambition. 

4. Why didn’t Orson Welles 
Dolores Del Rio? 

I may be just an old meanie, but I be- 
lieve the difference in their ages had 
something to do with it. Isn’t she eleven 
years older than he is? And up to now, 
she’s had a very full life. Orson is really 
just beginning his and no one knows it 
better than Orson. 


5. What’s happened to the career of 
Don Ameche? 
I wish you'd tell me! 


marry 


6. Why is Dorothy Lamour always in 
love but not married? 

Offhand, it would look like the sad 
case of the girl who’s “always a brides- 
maid but never a bride’”—for one or an- 
other of the unhappy reasons the mag- 
azine ads are always telling us about. 
But, of course, you can take one look 
at Dottie and quickly dismiss that angle. 
And it’s not because she’s “a girl that 
men forget” either. Dorothy’s beaux are 
as persistent as all get-out and the way 
they feel about Dottie I don’t think 
there’s a one of ‘em that would object 
to being “Mr. Dottie Lamour” if Dottie 
would just say “Yes.” And still those 
wedding bells don’t ring. Here’s how I 
dope it out. Everybody’s fond of Dottie 
She’s a sweet kid—and she’s still a kid 
emotionally. Sure, she’s fond of men. 
She likes masculine attention, all the 
little romantic trimmings—flowers, moon- 
light, soft music, et cetera. These are 
the things she loves—not any partic- 
ular man who provides them. And as 
long as a romance stays at this stage, 
Dottie’s happy as a lark. But when her 
beau gets to the serious stage and wants 
her to face such practical problems as 
managing a home, hiring servants, com- 
munity property details, he brings her 
down to earth with a dull and sickening 
thud that spoils her dream—and romance 
flies out the window. You see, Dottie’s 
had many responsibilities and hardships 
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and was cheated out of those carefree 
schoolgirl romances. She frankly enjoys 
the life her money makes possible for her 
and she’s probably making up now for 
what she missed. It’s ten to one that Dot- 
tie can’t go on like this forever. One of 
these days the right man will come along 
and say, “That’s all very well, my girl, 
but it’s time you settled down, and I’m 
the guy you're settling with.” Dottie will 
love it! 

7 Why won’t Ginger Rogers wear 

* make-up on the screen? 

Well, if you had a lot of freckles and 
photographed like a kid of twelve, would 
you sit down before a mirror at seven- 
thirty in the morning and have your face 
all smeared up with grease and powder? 
No, you bet you wouldn’t. Neither would 
I. But I can’t get away with it. They get 
a look at this old puss and say, “Cover it 
up, boys, and try to make it look young.” 
And here Ginger, who’s of age, mind you, 
puts nothing on hers and looks twelve! 

8. Why does Vic Mature think he’s a 
genius? 

I'll bite. Why??? 

9. What happened to the Hedy La- 
marr-George Montgomery romance? 

Well, plenty. In the first place, George 
has a very large family to support on 
a very small salary and while he’s young 
and good-looking, he’s just about as so- 
phisticated as your Aunt Fanny (no ref- 
erence to any living person) and Hedy’s 
been around plenty. She’s been brought 
up on luxury, had every whim satisfied. 
Hedy’s a home girl up to a certain point 
—she’s also a good business woman. 
The fact that the night they broke their 
engagement she went right back to dining 
with John Howard shows that her heart 
is still intact. If there’s any torch being 
carried it’s not clutched in her pretty 
little hand. 

10. Will Jean Gabin and Marlene Die- 
trich marry? 

Well, will they? 
dare you. 

11. Will 
Sterling? 

Well, she has practically a year to wait 
for her final divorce. By that time he’ll 
be well incorporated into the Army 
and, by that time, anything could have 
happened. If she were free to marry him 
now, I think there’d be wedding bells. 
But a year from now—oh, baby! Wouldn't 
I like to know! 


/2. Will Teresa Wright be a star? 


Definitely yes. She’s one of the finest 
young players I’ve seen. She had sense 
enough to turn down picture offers for 
a year and a half, because Sam Goldwyn 
was on a sitdown strike with United 
Artists and wasn’t making pictures—and 
she wanted to be under his management. 
He saw her first in “Life With Father”; 
but she waited until he produced “The 
Little Foxes,” which gave her the part 
she wanted. Her performance in “Mrs. 
Miniver” is something to shout about and 
even Gary Cooper, fine actor that he is, 
had to do some real trouping to keep up 
with her Mrs. Lou Gehrig. 


13. Why does Katharine Hepburn keep 
Hollywood guessing? 

Because Katharine has the kind of a 
brain that clicks even while she’s sleep- 
ing. And we've been lying out in the 
noonday sun so long that ours don’t 
even work sometimes while we’re awake. 
Then, too, Katharine’s a lady born, and 
that always intrigues Hollywood. 


Go on, tell me! I 


Ann Sothern marry Bob 


14. Why does Bob Hope advertise 
Madeleine Carroll instead of our native 
beauties? 

Your guess is as good as mine. I’m 
going to answer this one if I can. First, 
I think, it’s because she is a pretty 
woman—and, of course, no one in Holly- 
wood hates publicity. Whatever Bob’s 
reason for starting the gag in the first 
place, it’s made her one of the best-known 
women in America. 


15. Will Madeleine Carroll marry Stir- 
ling Hayden? 

I don’t think so. Stirling’s young, hand- 
some, virile and impressionable—and got 
such an inferiority complex when he 
became an actor that he walked out on a 
contract which contained everything. 
What the war will do to him, no one 
can tell. But it’s going to take an abid- 
ing love and a great deal of tenderness 
for those two to reach the altar. 

16. Why will Bette Davis play any- 
thing, no matter how hideous the role 
makes her look? 

Because, my friends, Bette Davis is an 
actress. She’d rather act than eat. And 
anyone with that instinct will sink her 
own personality into a good part, just 
for the feeling of pure joy she gets. 

17. Why is Norma Shearer about to 
retire? 

Is she? 


/8 Why does Veronica Lake wear that 
* lock of hair over one eye? 

I can understand why she did at the 
start of her career. If you want to crack 
Hollywood's shell, you have to do some- 
thing startling to make people notice 
you. The gags that movie-struck kids 
have thought up to attract the attention 
of the right people out here are too nu- 
merous and bizarre to describe. Veronica 
was accustomed to using her bean. She 
figured out that it’s the simplest and most 
obvious trick that often turns the deal— 
and what could be simpler than letting 
her hair fall down as nature made it, 
with a lock covering one eye? In a town 
where glamour girls are always outdoing 
each other with elaborate hair-dos, such 
simplicity as this was as startling as an 
air-raid siren—and got as quick atten- 
tion. But Veronica’s got herself estab- 
lished now. She proved her mettle in “I 
Wanted Wings.” We all know who she is 
and like what she can do. So why can’t 
she relax and be herself? 

19. Why isn’t Olivia de Havilland the 
big star her sister Joan Fontaine is? 

In the first place, Joan’s been the luck- 
iest girl who ever came to Hollywood. 
Let’s count the parts she’s had, after she 
was dubbed a failure: The only really 
sympathetic part in “The Women,” 
amongst a bevy of meowing cats; “Re- 
becca”; “Suspicion”; “This Above All”; 
“The Constant Nymph”; and, coming up, 
“Jane Eyre.” Any one of those would 
make any girl a star, if she had the 
vestige of good looks and a grain of 
ability. Joan’s got them all in quick suc- 
cession and can act, too. True, Olivia 
hasn’t done badly. She’s had Melanie in 
“Gone With The Wind,” “Hold Back The 
Dawn”—and, with that, she got Charles 
Boyer. But sister Joan got Brian Aherne 
as a husband. You just watch Olivia’s 
smoke when she gets a husband. 

20. What would happen to Hollywood 
if Mickey Mouse, Pluto, Dumbo and 
Bambi got caught in the draft? 

Brother, my tears would form a 
Niagara and blot out all these words— 
and then you'd have no story! 

THE END 
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Speak for Yourself 
(Continued from page 21) 


When I go to a movie, I try to see 
just what it is that gives each actress 
her poise and charm. 

I’m interested in how the actress looks 
when she walks, when she sits down, 
or when she simply stands. How does 
she carry her purse? What does she 
do with her hands? 

The movie stars make charming pres- 
entations of the right styles, the proper 
make-up and coiffures. 

In the better pictures, I hear the right 
kind of pronunciation and diction. 

In short, every movie has become, for 
me, a double feature—a source of en- 
tertainment and a source of knowledge. 

THELMA PorTeR McMINN, 
Canyon, Tex. 


$1.00 PRIZE 
Come On, Boys, Get Together! 


M writing this information for Myrna 

Loy to notify her that after a terrific 
balloting session held here by my bud- 
dies, we have nominated Myrna Loy 
as our favorite actress. By a large ma- 
jority Miss Loy easily defeated Dorothy 
Lamour, Lana Turner, Betty Grable, 
Claudette Colbert and Ann Sheridan. I 


did plenty of campaigning on my part | 


to prove how much Myrna Loy is su- 





perior to all these glamour girls (?). I | 


myself have been a Myrna Loy fan for | 


ten years—that’s when I first got a crush 
on the very charming ex-Montana dam- 
sel. She ought to know about this “silent 
love” of mine for her. I regret that it’s 
not possible for me to see Myrna Loy 
and tell her how much I admire her. 
Pyvr. JAcK Barr, 
Fort Jackson, S. C. 


Here's another point of view: 


$1.00 PRIZE 
A® a buck private in the United States 


Army, I've had a chance to see first- 
hand what sort of movie tastes United 
States service men have. Do you know 
who is the Army’s favorite actress? No, 
not Ann Sheridan (although she is well 
liked) but none other than Joan Davis! 
Her brand of comedy is an effective cure 
for loneliness and homesickness which 
are prevalent in many Army camps. 
Soldier boys like to have fun; the type of 
picture Joan Davis appears in is the an- 
swer. 

So Joan Davis rates a twenty-four-gun 
salute from every Army camp! 
Pvt. ANTHONY Perry, 
San Jose, Cal. 


HONORABLE MENTION 


OOR stupid Hollywocd! What, pray 

tell me, is the matter with an industry 
that looks down its nose at a really po- 
tential star like Robert Stack and tries 
to cram swell-head Mature down our 
throats. 

Wuir L. Gatman, 
Pittsburg, Pa. 


ORE of Betty Grable in dramatic 

roles! Ginger Rogers, after switch- 
ing from dancing to dramatic parts, won 
the Academy Award. Why not give 
Grable this opportunity? 


Evetyn KELLY, 
Greensboro, N. C. 
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“Im Going 
Back to FELS-NAPTHA... 


.... Dad’s shirts lasted longer than this. They stayed white, 
too. Mother a/ways used FELS-NAPTHA soap. . 


. too much bargain-hunting, I 


. can’t re- 


member why I changed . . 


guess. Well, this shirt’s no bargain, now... 


the Golden Naptha Soap” 


The way things are today, golden Fels-Naptha Soap is, more than 
ever, a real bargain. There’s no better—or safer—way to dislodge 
ground-in grime, or remove destructive perspiration stains. The 
Fels combination of gentle naptha and richer golden soap does 
a thorough job—in a jiffy—without harsh, ruinous rubbing. 
This young woman will find Fels-Naptha a better soap 
than she remembers. Making richer suds. Making them 
quicker. More helpful in reducing 
the wear and tear of washday... 
By the way—have you tried 
today’s Fels-Naptha Soap? 


Golden bar or Golden chips_ FELS-NAPTHA banishes' TattleTale Gray’ 
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| aghast. 


They All Kissed the Bride 


(Continued from page 42) continued to 
drink it until the sound of babbling voices 
told him that the ceremony was over. 
Suddenly through the doorway he saw 
the ominous figure of the detective he had 
punched. Bidding the bartender a hasty 
good-by, he made his way into the foyer 
where the guests were forming in line 
to kiss the bride. Unobtrusively he 
slipped into line, watching the detective 
approach Margaret for further instruc- 
tions. When the moving queue deposited 
him in front of Vivian, she kissed him 
automatically. 

The kiss came as a complete surprise, 
but after the first shock he began to 
enjoy it. For long moments he held the 
bride in his arms, kissing her thoroughly. 
When he released her at last, he saw 
that the detective was still waiting for 
him and he hastily stepped back into 
line again. 

Margaret placed a restraining hand on 
the detective’s arm. 

“I think I know who he is,” she said 
grimly, watching him approach the bride 
again. 

This time his kiss left Vivian breath- 
less and the rest of the guests buzzing 
with shocked surprise. 

“I know I know who he is,” Margaret 
decided. “A hoodlum named Joe.” 

Efficiently she instructed her maid to 
bring “Joe” to her upstairs sitting room; 
gave brief orders to the detective and 
went on ahead to prepare some marked 
money with which to buy back the 
letters Vivian had written. 


S “Joe” entered the room, the now- 
familiar sensations seized her again. 

“I asked you up here because P 
she began desperately. 

He came close to her. “Why, Baby,” 
he murmured, “I didn’t know you cared! 
Is it possible you feel the way I do?” 

“T don’t even know how you feel,” 
pointed out frostily. 

“IT feel as though one of M. J. Drew's 
trucks hit me—you know, the big ones.” 

“The Drew trucks don’t hit anybody; 
we have the lowest accident rate in the 
country,” defended Margaret indignantly. 

“I like loyalty in my women, even 
when it’s loyalty to M. J. Drew,” he 
applauded. “Why, I'm even prepared to 
like her. After all, the old fluff brought 
us together. But why discuss that tired 
character?” 

He came closer to Margaret and she 


she 


backed away, flinging the package of 
money at him. 

“Here’s your money!” 

He looked at it, bewildered. “My 
money? Why, there’s a thousand dollars 
here.” 


“And that’s all you're going to get!” 
“You’re making a mistake, Baby,” he 


told her softly. Margaret moved further 


away. 

“Well, what do you want?” she de- 
manded. 

“What does any man want She 
backed up against the door and he fol- 
lowed her. “A woman of his own, a 
home, babies. . . .” 

Frantically Margaret signaled for the 
detective. He rushed in, crying, “What 
happened, M.J.?” 

“M.J.!” The young man looked at her 
“You're M.J.?” 

“The tired character,” admitted Mar- 
garet sweetly. “The old fluff.” 

The detective seized him. “Let’s tell it 
to the District Attorney,” he said as he 
dragged out his victim who was still 
muttering “M. J. Drew—M. J. Drew— 
Baby!” 


9» 


The following day in her office Mar- 
garet returned to the problem of Michael 
Holmes. Mr. Crane, of the Personnel 
Office, tried to get her to choose the 
loving cup which was to be awarded 
at the Dance Contest, a feature of the 
forthcoming Drivers’ Annual Dance, but 
Margaret’s secretary interrupted. 

“There’s a man here says he’s Michael 
Holmes.” 

Hastily Margaret got rid of Crane and 
told the secretary to send Holmes in. 
Sharp invective rose to her lips and died 
there as she gazed into the eyes of yes- 
terday’s uninvited wedding guest. At last 
she asked weakly, “How did you get out 
of jail?” 

“Your lawyer got me out,” he grinned. 

The secretary burst in, apologizing for 
the interruption and handing Margaret a 
small package. 

“There's a man outside who says this 
is important and he wants to see you.” 


ARGARET tore open the packet. In- 
side were Vivian’s letters. She 
looked at the man before her, then at 
the letters and back to her caller again. 

“Then who are you,” she demanded. 

“I’m still Michael Holmes,” he assured 
her. His grin widened as he pointed to 
her knees. “What’s the matter—your 
liver gone bad again?” 

“Wait here,’ Margaret ordered 
perately. “Ill be right back.” 

She left her office and rushed down 
the hall. Joe Krim, who had been wait- 
ing in the secretary’s office, followed her, 
explaining earnestly that he had brought 
back Vivian’s letters and wanted them 
returned to her with his love. Margaret 
listened to his incoherent explanations 
until they reached the office infirmary, 
where she dismissed him abruptly and 
hurried inside. 

“Dr. Cassel,” she demanded breath- 
lessly, “when you examined me ten days 
ago, my liver was bad, wasn’t it?” 

“You could win biue ribbons with your 
liver,” the doctor told her at the end of 
a thorough examination. “What made 
you think you were sick?” 

“Dizzy spells—sudden weakness in the 
knees.” 

“Perhaps you experienced some sort of 
emotional shock?” 

“Nonsense,” she denied firmly. “Please 
give me something.” 

Dr. Cassel took a bottle of pills from 
the medicine chest. “These will act as a 
sedative. Take a couple whenever this 
symptom occurs. However,” he warned, 
“too many will result in drowsiness.” 





des- 


ARGARET hurried back to her office 

to confront Michael. Purely as a 
precaution she took two of the pills first, 
but it was needless. Michael had gone, 
leaving word that Miss Drew might see 
him at his home after nine o’clock that 
evening if she wished to discuss anything 
with him. Margaret considered the situa- 
tion wryly. She had very little choice. 
Michael Holmes had adequate basis for 
a law suit on charges of assault, defama- 
tion of character and false arrest. Some- 
how she must get him to sign a legal 
release, or it might involve the company 
in expensive and undesirable publicity. 

“Besides,” she assured herself defiantly, 
“what have I to be afraid of?” 

That evening Margaret rang the bell 
of the old brownstone house where 
Michael roomed with Johnny Johnson 
and his wife Susie. Johnny opened the 
door. 

“He’s on the second floor,” Johnny re- 
plied in answer to her query about Mike. 

Margaret thanked him and turned to 
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go upstairs. Then she stopped. 

“Could I have a glass of water?” she | 
asked. 

Susie brought the water. Johnny intro- | 
duced them. “Susie, this is Mike’s girl | 
friend. He told me you'd be coming 
around tonight,” he added with a friendly 
grin as he handed Margaret the glass. 
Weakly, she took two more pills. 

At the top of the stairs she hesitated, 
took the bottle from her purse and shook | 
some pellets into her hand. After swal- | 
lowing quickly, she knocked at the door. 
Mike, wearing his dressing gown, ushered 
her in. 

Margaret found it difficult to talk busi- 
ness. Mike just wasn’t interested. When 
she mentioned money, he flung open the 
windows of his balcony. Below on the 
river, the moon was silver. In quiet 
desperation Margaret clapped more pills 
into her mouth. The mournful sound of 
a boat whistle drifted into the room. | 

Mike came close to the couch and 
leaned over her. “Know what that is, 


Maggie?” he asked softly. \ 


“The name is M. J. Drew and that’s | 


the whistle of a dirty old scow,” she told | 


him scornfully. 

“Oh no—it’s the sob of a girl weeping 
for her man—her man who’s gone down 
to the sea in a ship and not come back. 
She’s crying for what once was. It’s the 
tears of memory... .” 

His voice was low and compelling. 
Margaret slipped behind the table. “Is 
this your business mood?” she demanded. 

Mike stared at her. Suddenly he 
slapped the table with his hand. 

“You’re afraid!” he cried. “You’re 
afraid of men! That’s why you're afraid 
to get out from behind that table.” 

“I’m afraid of no man,” she denied 
proudly. 

Slowly he advanced to her. She stared 
at him without moving. 

“Put your right hand on my shoulder,” 
he commanded softly. “Put your left 
hand on my other shoulder.” His arms 
were around her then, her head upon his 
chest. Tenderly he lifted her face to his. 
Her eyes were closed. He kissed her, 
releasing her at last. Only a soft snore 
answered him. M. J. Drew was sound 
asleep. 


HE morning was horrible for Margaret. 

She awakened to hear Mike singing, in 
the other room, “You Must Have Been A 
Beautiful Baby.” She looked at the room 
she was in; she touched the Murphy 
bed she was in. Finally she gazed with 
sick suspicion at the pajamas she was in. 

She refused breakfast when Mike 
brought it to her. “How could you be 
so mean as to...” she accused. “When 
I—I came here in perfectly good faith.” 

Light dawned in Mike’s eyes. “Wait a 
minute! I think I know what you mean.” 

Mike flung open the door. “Susie,” he 
bellowed. 

Susie hurried in. “Well, now,” she said 
soothingly to Margaret, “you look rested. 
I never did see anybody so tired. You 
never moved when I undressed you.” 

“Morning, Mike—Maggie,” Johnny 
greeted them, cramming the rest of his 
breakfast into his mouth as he came in. 
“Gotta run to do or die for the good old 
Drew Company. If I’m tardy,” he ex- 
plained to Mike, slipping on his leather 
jacket, “I’m going to explain to vinegar 
puss, laughingly known as the boss of 
the Drew Trucking Lines, that I had to 
sleep with a friend of mine who not 
only tosses in his sleep but calls you 
‘Baby.’ Why don’t you marry the guy 
soon, Maggie?” 

Mike stared after Susie and Johnny as 
they hurried out. He turned to Maggie. | 
“I suppose you'll have him fired.” 
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Are you sure of your 
present deodorant? 
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She ignored his question. “Call my 
office later and we'll arrange about the 
release.” 

When she reached the office Vivian 
was waiting for her. 

“You know, Margaret,” she babbled, 


| “the strangest thing happened to me as 


| said: ‘And now, young lady’ . 
| only did my knees shake, but I trembled 
| all over. 


we started on our honeymoon. When 
Stephen and I got into the car and he 
.. Well, not 


” 


“Why did you come back so soon, 
Vivian?” asked Margaret, starting to 
change into the business clothes her maid 
had brought her from home. 

“Oh, he just looked at the financial 
page of the newspaper, made some phone 
calls, and * 

Oh, he came back because of busi- 
ness!” Margaret’s approval was evident 
in her voice. 

IKE strolled in unannounced, with 

the air of one perfectly at home. 

“Why, Maggie,” he chided, “don’t you 
ever have any clothes on?” 

Crimson with embarrassment, Margaret 


slid a dress over her head and sent Vivian 
| home. 


p= . 
YOURSELF & | 


a pair of EI 


“By the way,” asked Mike, “have you 


| fired Johnny yet?” 


“Suppose,” Margaret suggested icily, 
“we just discuss the price you're placing 


| on that release.” 


“The price is nothing.” 
“Nothing?” she echoed in amazement. 
“Surprised, aren’t you? Surprised 


| there’s something money and influence 
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| you go to fire Johnny.” 
| her desk. 


| ferred 
| there’s a girl.” He ignored the wrath on 
| her face. 


| can’t buy. That’s just why Im giving it 
| to you. I want you to know that. I par- 


ticularly want you to know that when 
He moved to 
“Is this the release?” 

She nodded and he sat down. “Id like 
only one promise before I sign. It isn’t 
much. If I can borrow the money, will 
you have dinner with me tonight?” 

“Of course,” she agreed. 

“And tomorrow night?” 

“I think it’s very gracious of you to 
ask me two nights running.” 

As he signed the release Margaret 


picked it up and locked it in a drawer. 


Then she turned to him coldly. “I’ve 
just remembered I’ve an important ap- 


| pointment tonight. I’m so sorry.” 


“I suppose,” Mike said ruefully, “this 
is what’s known in business as shrewd 
trading.” 

“If you feel cheated, you may drop by 
the cashier.” She spoke authoritatively 
into the dictaphone. “Hoover, a Mr. 
Holmes will be by. Give him a thousand 
dollars and charge it to my personal 
account” 

“Maggie,” Mike said softly, “you ought 
to learn to play. Somewhere under all 
the layers of Drew common stock, pre- 
stock, seven percent bonds— 


“The world’s full of people, 


| Maggie. Most of them are not very suc- 
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| cessful—some of them are even failures, 
| but they’re warm people, brave people, 


people full of hope and dignity and love.” 
“Will you shut up and get out!” she 


| shouted furiously. 


“Tll get out,” he agreed, “but I’m the 
kind of a guy that never shuts up. And, 
by the way, better take a look at the 
signature on that release.” 

The door slammed behind him 


and 


| Margaret flew to the drawer. On the re- 


lease was written boldly, “Benedict 
Arnold.” 

That night Margaret went again to 
Mike’s house in Brooklyn. Mike wasn’t 
there. He and Susie had gone ahead, 
Johnny told her, to the Drew Trucking 


and Bus Lines Employees’ Annual Dance. 


“You can go with me,” he offered. 
Looking at her appreciatively, he added, 
“Tl do my best to remember Mike’s my 
best friend.” 


[) SREGARDING her protests, he helped 
her into the cab of his truck. For 
the first time, Margaret saw one of her 
own spotters in action, for she had al- 
ways insisted that the No Riders rule be 
strictly enforced. The spotter warned 
Johnny grimly that he would be reported 
for using the company truck for pleasure 
and made Margaret get out in the rain, 
regardless of the damage to her gown. 

“That’s M.J. Drew for you again,” 
raged Johnny. “Good thing she isn’t go- 
ing to the dance—I’d put ground glass 
on her hot dog.” 

The dance was a success for everyone 
but Margaret. 

“I don’t care for frankfurters,” she in- 
formed Mike frigidly as he offered her 
one. 

“Don’t tell me you dislike them, Mag- 
gie. Nobody dislikes them, not even the 
Queen of England. But then,” he pointed 
out, “she takes time off from the business 
of being a queen to be a woman!” 

So Margaret ate hot dogs, washing 
them down copiously with bright-colored 
soda pop. At that, she might have sur- 
vived had not Johnny seized her for his 
partner in the Dance Contest. 

While Mike and Susie watched enthu- 
siastically, Johnny was cooking with gas 
on the dance floor. He twirled Margaret 
in circles; he spun her in the air; he 
tossed her over his shoulder and caught 
her just as it seemed certain she must 
crack her skull open. Crane, one of the 
judges, mistaking her frantic signals for 
rescue, decided that she wanted to be 
chosen the winner. After all the com- 
peting couples were tapped off the floor, 
Johnny and Margaret remained in their 
fantastic frenzy. 

“Hold onto your bustle, Baby,” Johnny 
encouraged her. “It’s the last lap.” 

Crane came over to them with a be- 
nign smile on his face. 

“Ladies and gentlemen—the winners!” 


OHNNY took the applause of the crowd, 

beaming. Margaret slumped weakly to 
the floor. She was never quite sure how 
she came to be on the couch in Susie 
and Johnny’s apartment, swathed in 
shawls and hot-water battles, but Johnny 
was feeding her something from a jug 
—something soothing and __= strangely 
warming. 

“It started out being blackberry 
brandy,” he explained. “Pop kept add- 
ing to it. It kills pain in two seconds 
flat.” 

“All she had was a little colic,” Susie 
assured Mike. 

“Yeah,” grinned Johnny. “You shoulda 
held her over your shoulder and patted 
her back after feeding her—that brings 
up the air.” Margaret took another swal- 
low from the jug and Johnny sniffed at 
it curiously. “I missed a can of floor wax 
just before Pop died. Wonder if he put it 
in here.” 

After several more drinks, Margaret 
turned to Johnny expansively. “Johnny, 
you're a wonderful host and a charming 
fellow. Tomorrow I'll see that you get a 
five-dollar raise—no, make it ten—and I 
shall fire that inspector who was so 
nasty to you.” 

Johnny was duly appreciative. “And 
to show you how much I think of you,” 
he announced, “I’m going to buy the 
Brooklyn Bridge and have it stretched 
from Mike’s house to yours, so when you 
want to see each other you won’t be 
held up by traffic.” 

Margaret nodded and her head nestled 
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against Mike’s chest. 
“When they deliver the bridge tomor- 
row, please see they don’t wake me up.” 
Mike drove Margaret home in the 


truck, with Johnny and Susie asleep be- | 


side them. The intricate harmony Mike 
and Margaret worked out on “You Must 
Have Been A Beautiful Baby” didn’t dis- 
turb them. When they arrived at the 
house Mike woke Johnny and then car- 
ried Margaret carefully into the house. 
Johnny, backing the truck out of the 
driveway, saw a watchman and hailed 
him. 
“Say, what is this joint—Radio City?’ 
“This is the Drew estate,” the watch- 
man informed him, “and that was M.J 
Drew, of the Drew Trucking Lines.” 
Johnny moaned and collapsed quietly 
against Susie’s inert shoulder. 


> the upper hallway Vivian met Mike. | 


still with Margaret in his arms, and as- 





sumed that he was an out-of-town client | 


Margaret had told her about. 


Mike stood Margaret delicately on her 


feet. “I just want to see how you look 
standing up.” 

“How do I look?” 

“I like you better this way,” he decided. 
and swept her into his arms again. 

“Margaret,” Vivian cried, scandalized, 
“you said he was a married man!” 

“What's wrong with married men?” 
argued Margaret. “You’re living with 
one yourself.” 

Without replying, Vivian hastened 


downstairs to meet Stephen, just coming | 
in. He stopped short at the unusual sight | 


of Margaret in a man’s arms. 


“He’s a man from out West,” Vivian | 


explained hastily. “He has millions—big | 
business merger with the Drew interests. | 


You know how Margaret is about busi- 
ness—she’s humoring him.” 

“Lovely way to do business,” mur- 
mured Stephen. “I must remember it.” 

Mike carried Margaret into her room 
and placed her again on her feet. His 
arms lingered around her and she clung 
to him. 


“Am I a business deity, Mike?” she | 


asked plaintively. “Just something to 
keep in trim for the good old stock- 
holders?” 

“You’re the twinkle of a million stars; 
you're a crystal goblet filled with rare 
wine,” he assured her fervently. His 
arms tightened about her. Then he 
moved her gently away. 

“Go to sleep, Margaret.” Afraid of 
himself, he tried to escape, but her arms 
were about his neck, her cheek against 
his. Slowly she drew him down to the 
couch beside her. 

“The years without you, Mike—the aw- 
ful, awful years .. .” She pressed her 
lips to his. His head was heavy against 
her chest. Suddenly, indisputably, it was 
Michael who had fallen asleep. 

When Mike awoke the next morning, 
clad in the cook’s negligee, tucked into 
Margaret’s bed, Johnny Johnson forced 
his way into the room. Furious words 
flowed from his lips. Mike looked at him 
in bewilderment. 

“I don’t get the hang of this,” he said 
painfully. 

“You don’t?” stormed Johnny. “Well, 
I’m talking about the guys you were sup- 
posed to write about, to let people know 
about—the little guys, the U.S.A., the 
guys you ate with, drank with and 
laughed with, last night. The guys you 
sold out this morning! The guys with 
the cans tied to their tails!” 

“Cans?” repeated Mike dully. “You 
were fired this morning?” 

“Yeah,” answered Johnny hotly, “me 
and twelve other guys that used their 
trucks to go to the dance in. And my 
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CONSTANCE LUFT HUHN 
Head of the. House of Tangee 





“All you ever longed for in a lipstick— 


and more!” says Constance Luft Huhn 


“Exciting color. Perfectly balanced texture...not too moist, yet not too 
dry. So smooth it seems to stroke softly on your lips all by itself. So 
clinging it really stays on for hour after hour. Yes...each of our Tangee 
SATIN-FINISH Lipsticks has these qualities—and something more: The 
softer, glossier sheen of Tangee’s exclusive SATIN-FINISH! 

And when you choose the Tangee shade you like the best, remember 
that there is a matching rouge and a correct shade of Tangee’s un- 


powdery Face Powder to blend harmoniously with it.” 








-TANGEE RED-RED “‘Rarest, Loveliest Red of Them All’, harmonizes with all fashion colors. 
TANGEE THEATRICAL RED...“The Brilliant Scarlet Lipstick Shade’”’...always flattering. 
TANGEE NATURAL... ‘Beauty for Duty’’W—conservative make-up for women in uniform. 


Orange in the stick, it changes to produce your own most becoming shade of blush rose. 








WITH THE NEW SATIN-FINISH 











85 





YOUR SATIN-SMOOTH FACE °° 


“Every Morning Routine” for Smooth Skin 


This will help a skin that tends to be dry. 
Apply a light film of Jergens Face Cream; 
splash with cold water. Blot gently dry. 
Now apply powder to a face toned-up, fresh 
and smooth. Younger-looking! 


Too bad, if Dry Skin causes you 
Lines and Wrinkles too soon 


One lovely new cream gives your skin 
a complete daily treatment that promotes 
lucent satin-smoothness. It’s Jergens 
Face Cream—made by the skin scientists 
who make Jergens Lotion. 
Think of it! Jergens Face Cream 
(1) cleanses your skin expertly and 
swiftly; (2) helps soften; (3) gives a 
protective foundation for your make- 
up; and (4) acts as a fragrant Night 
Cream, too, that helps against threat- 
ening dry skin. 


A “One-Jar” Beauty Treatment! Just use 
a Face Cream every day! 50¢, 75¢, 
$1.25; 25¢, 10¢. Popular? Already over 
6,000,000 jars have been used! 


ALL-PURPOSE...FOR ALL SKIN TYPES 


in 


FOR A SMOOTH, KISSABLE COMPLEXION 





| eyes and her 
| flipped up the dictaphone key and ordered 
| the cashier 
| thousand dollars. 


| risive 
| love-sick infatuation! 


| her mother. 


| merging with .. .” 


There’s no 
| Margaret answered her bitterly, 
| stupid situation which Vivian got us into 


| Drew gazed after her, 
| ing at the mention of thirty thousand 
| dollars. 


opinion of anybody who sells out his 
friends for a skirt . . .” With an elo- 
quent look at Mike’s surroundings and 
attire, he turned and left. 

Numbly, Mike finished dressing. Mrs. 
Drew and Stephen Pettingill found 
him just as he was leaving. Still thinking 
him to be a millionaire from the West, 
Stephen told him frankly that he needed 
a thirty thousand dollar loan in order to 
reopen his father’s steel mill. He had 
posed as a wealthy man in order to win 
Vivian, whom he loved deeply and who 
now returned his love, but none of the 
family dared to ask Margaret for the 
money. 

“You'll employ truck drivers in this 
mill of yours, won’t you?” Mike asked. 

“Yes, but you can’t employ men in a 
closed mill,” Stephen pointed out. 

Grimly Mike made out a check for 
thirty thousand dollars. He patted Mrs. 
Drew’s shoulder as he handed it to her. 

Margaret met him at her office with a 
misty smile. On her desk the cup from 
the Dance Contest sparkled. 

“Thank you for last night, Mike,” she 
whispered. “Ill never forget it.” 

“Neither will a lot of others,” he replied 
bitterly, tossing the release on the desk. 

“There’s your release—signed—and by 
my own name this time.” 

“Why, Mike,” she told him gently, “you 
know that isn’t necessary.” 

“Don’t you think you’d better read it?” 
he suggested briefly. 

She looked at the figures on the paper 
uncompr ehendingly. 

“I—I don’t understand. ; 

“It’s very clear,” he snapped. “Thirty 
thousand dollars. Money—the stuff they 
print in Washington.” 

“You’re joking ...” she said at last. 

“Where do I find the cashier? Our 


” 


| little interlude will make very interesting 


telling—among the boys in the back 
room.” 

Disbelief mingled with pain filled her 
fingers trembled as she 


to pay Mr. Holmes thirty 


Margaret moved through the rest of 


| the day in a strange mixture of heady 


dreams and sickening reality. In the 


| middle of a conference, all she could 
| hear was Mike’s voice in her ear, 
muring, ‘You’re my beautiful baby.’ It 


mur- 


wiped out the figures of reports; it 
drowned the words spoken by directors. 
And always it was followed by the de- 
echo: “Sold out by your own 
Even Dr. Cassel 
couldn’t help her now. 


T home that night on her way into a 
board meeting in the library, she met 
Tentatively Mrs. Drew ap- 
proached her. 

“That rich man from the West you’re 
she began. 
the West. 
nothing,” 
“but a 


rich man from 
merger. There’s 


“He’s no 


—which cost us thirty thousand dollars.” 
She swept into the library and Mrs. 
realization dawn- 


With sudden determination she 
followed Margaret into the meeting. 
“Mother,” Margaret said sharply, “I 
must ask you to leave.” 
“You can’t,” replied Mrs. Drew calmly. 
“I’m a stockholder and I can sit in here 


| and find out just how my business is 
| being run.” 


“Are you ill, Mother?” demanded Mar- 
garet in desperation. “I’ve been able to 
run the business to everybody’s satis- 
faction before this.” 
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“I don’t know if you’re capable, Mar- 
garet. After all, a woman who loves a 
man and can’t trap him is... . 

“Mother! As a stockholder, I can’t pre- 
vent you from being here, but I can 
insist that you confine yourself to the 
business of the day.” 

“The business of the day, Margaret! 
The business of love is always a woman's 
business, day and night. Now this 
Michael . 

“I don’t want his name mentioned in 
this house,” Margaret tried to order 
sharply. 

“It’s being mentioned every time your 
heart beats,” Mrs. Drew answered softly. 
“Listen to it, Margaret—it’s saying ‘Mike, 
Mike, Mike’... 

“But didn’t he know I'd reinstated the 
men?” Margaret cried in defense. “Didn’t 
he know they were discharged against my 
wishes? Didn’t he know I was giving 
Johnny an increase? Didn’t he 

“Go ask him, Margaret,” interrupted 
her mother 

Margaret flung her arms about Mrs. 
Drew. “So you're silly and stupid!” she 
exclaimed. “Why, you’re as wise as the 
ages, darling—I’m the dope!” Without 
further waste of time, she set off on a 
run to find Mike. 


UT Mike was nowhere to be found. 
At last she came dejectedly to the 
garage where the Drew trucks were 
roaring into the street and told the fore- 
man she wanted to talk to the men. His 
eves widening in surprise, he called to 
them. Sullenly they left their trucks 
and gathered in the center of the floor. 
“I’m looking for Michael Holmes,” 
Margaret announced. “He’s disappeared. 

The men were silent. 

“Why won’t you answer me?” she 
begged. “Why won’t you talk to me?” 

“We talked to you before,” shouted one 
of the drivers belligerently, “and you 
know what happened to some of us!” 

“Tf Johnny and the others hadn’t been 
employed somewhere else, I'd have taken 
them back,” Margaret insisted. “You 
must believe me. Where’s Mike?” 

The drivers faced her in stony silence. 

“I know you're good, loyal friends of 
Mike’s—you're proving that. And you're 
proving something else—that I was 
wrong. You're everything Mike said you 
were—warm, brave, honest people. I’m 
begging you to tell me where he is!” 

The silence seemed to shout at her 
and tears came to her eyes then. “I 
know I’m on the other side of the fence,” 
she said honestly, “but is love some sort 
of emotion that’s reserved only for the 
proletariat? I love Mike Holmes and all 
your ideas of class distinction aren’t go- 
ing to keep me from loving him! You 
may not tell me where he is and I may 
never see him again—but I1l love him 
just the same, in spite of you and the 
New Deal!” 

“Are you on the level?” asked one of 
the drivers suspiciously. 

“What do you want me to do to prove 
it?” she cried hysterically. “Name it— 
I'll do it. 

The driver led her to a truck and 
opened the rear door. “Get in.” 

She hesitated. “Why can’t I ride up 
front?” 

“We're not allowed to carry riders. 
Get in.” 

She crawled into the rear and the 
driver slammed the door. As the truck 
ground slowly out of the garage the men 
looked at each other with delight. From 
the rear of the truck came two voices 
blending happily. “Oh, you must’ve been 
a_ beautiful baby—you must’ve been a 
beautiful doll. 

‘The End. 


AUGUST, 1942 


GCG 


Or OMGAICIIG 


Guard your Flower-Fresh Charm 


the Arthur Murray Way 


e@ Popular Jean Kern wins every time she spins! 
Graceful, glamourous, confident—she trusts Odorono 
Cream to keep her right-from-the-florist fresh. Like 
other Arthur Murray dancers she takes no chances 
with underarm odor or dampness! 

Dancing or romancing, see if Odorono Cream 
doesn’t answer your underarm problem. Stops perspira- 
tion safely up to 3 days. Non-greasy, non-gritty, won't 


irritate skin or rot dresses. No waiting to dry. Follow 
directions. Get a jar today! Big 10¢, 39¢, 59¢ sizes. 
The Odorono Co., Inc., New York 
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_ ONLY 3% 
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Kaye Hanlon keeps that 
fresh, sure-of-herself 
poise on Kansas City’s 
hottest day. 


“ ake 








(Plus Tox) ODORONO CREAM WILL NOT IRRITATE YOUR SKIN 
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What | Don't Like about — a What | Don't Like about 


Jeanette | ey | Nelson 


(says Nelson Eddy) be li 4 (says Jeanette MacDonald) 


(Continued from page 54) annoying is K2 (Continued from page 55) me wild is 
the way she can dance like a dream, 1, <. an the way he is always on time. This makes 
which means the studio is always putting — me, one who has been known to be tardy 
dance sequences into our pictures—when _ : yr | at times, look very bad. For instance, I 
I can’t dance worth anything! There —— . —— («ae re may be only a few minutes late to work, 
ought to be a law! te g: a but I'll find him waiting for me, smug 

And the way she never says, “I told | ~~ ' and satisfied with himself. Really, it is 
you so!” even though she has been : . quite upsetting to a lady’s dignity. 
proved dead right in an argument, but ; ; > And the way he’ll come around, laugh- 
only smiles, sweetly tolerant of your own ‘ : ing like everything at some joke he has 
Gets a man’s goat. heard, but when I am all ready to hear 

: the joke and laugh, too, will suddenly 

HE way she manages to conduct all of ; a inform me he can’t tell it to me! 

her personal business between scenes we = And the way he can go off to a football 
on the set, so that when she goes home at Sees : i game on a Saturday afternoon while I 
night she can relax. While me—I burn 4 : a have to stay at the studio for fittings. 
the midnight oil plenty. These efficient eo And how he always stops in Wardrobe 
women are also jolting to the masculine : to crow over me, before he leaves. 
ego. : se bo The way he doesn’t say anything when 
And the way, when she “blows” a line — he sees me wearing pink, which color 
(which I must say she seldom does), she : ; “ know he doesn’t like, but just maintains 
merely says very calmly, “I guess we'll = 2 a sort of pained silence. If he would only 
have to do that over again.” When I ; say something, then I could answer back! 
“blow” a line, I’m ready to tear the set . And the way, when I am discussing a 

book I’ve read, he'll look down at me and 
remark with exaggerated surprise, “Why 
Miss MacDonald, you have brains as well 
as looks!” 

And of course, there is the easy, breezy 


ignorance. 


apart! 

And the entertaining way she has with 
interviewers! She rattles on, giving ’em 
wonderful copy and they go away raving 
about how interesting she is, how smart : ‘ hae 
and well-informed. Me—I’m_tongued- way he talks up to interviewers, giving 
tied in comparison. The _ interviewer them all kinds of interesting things to 
finally gives up, saying to himself, “That The Eddy-MacDonald team takes write about him, while I never seem to 
Eddy! I suppose he tries—but give me time off from "Il Married An think of anything clever to say! That 
Miss Jeanette MacDonald! There is a " easy polse of his, especially, makes me 
savvy gal!” Angel" to chuckle over what they green with jealousy! 


To tho said about each other here Po ten 
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Joan Crawiord Tells What Women Live For! 


OU MAY SCOFF at the idea that a girl working on her sec- 

ond million dollars could have a void in her life. Yet Joan 
Crawford did. She has changed her whole way of life because of 
it. She says, simply, **I wanted someone to love.”” How she found 
the satisfaction that every woman must have before her life is 
complete is told in an exclusive article in Stardom—a scoop 
with the first pictures she has since permitted of herself at 
home. Share this experience—in August Stardom! 


eeai-tile Seas ™ t Learn why Lana Turner wants a real-life love .. . 

TLRNER be ea * ’ Mf ‘| Let Lucille Ball tell you how “I Tamed a Latin!’’ 

NEY bee : i . Carole Landis exposes the ‘men she loves to 
yo h ; A : . . 

uns ; , hate!’ ... The woman who discovered Gary Cooper 

yANDIS Bs . ¥ all x Mere ere 

tells how to make yourself movie-star material! 


WELLES er 


The mighty melodrama, the pulsing excitement, 


FICTION the giddy passion of Orson Welles’ new film, 


‘Journey into Fear,’’ are captured in the fiction 
version in Stardom. Also: A hilarious short story 
co-authored by Victor Mature! 


Heavenly color portraits of Dolores del Rio, 
Lana Turner, Lucille Ball! Photos of Mickey 


p ll OTOS Rooney’s antics with his new screen sweet- 
heart. See how an enlisted star’s girl keeps 
him happy since he’s in the army! 


==) SIARDOM 


ugust Issue On Sale At All Stands July 15 
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THEN— 


a package today. 


(Continued from page 58) half-sister of 
Alfred Gwynne Vanderbilt, now married 
to Bob Topping and thus Sonja Henie’s 
sister-in-law, lost her dark poise once 
upon a time because of him. So did that 
sophisticate of sophisticates, Marian 
(Timmie) Lansing, who later became 
Mrs. Peter Arno and now is married to 
a former aide of the Duke of Windsor. 
And back in 1935, when she was only 


fifteen years old, Ruth Moffett, daughter 


of the FHA administrator, learned about 
love from the rangy Lothario from the 
plains of Texas. 

If girls had sense they'd 
Howard as from a typhoon. But girls 
don’t have sense where men are con- 
cerned, especially men like Howard. 

He inherited seventy-five million dol- 
lars from his father when he was nine- 
teen years old. But he’s never been the 
proverbial millionaire’s son, satisfied to 
live in lavish indolence. 

“The oil drill business is my father’s 
business,” he said. “I must do things on 


run from 


my own.” 

At twenty-one, watching a dull movie 
in Dallas, Texas, he declared: “I could 
make a better picture than that!” So 
have we all! But a month later Howard 
was in Hollywood organizing his film 
company. 

He knew nothing about making pic- 
tures and he said so. He had a habit of 
shrugging his shoulders and _ saying, 
“What do you think I should do here?” 
Hollywood asked, “Have you met the 
chump from Texas?” No one guessed 
Howard was the boy Jimmy Stewart 
since has played on the screen, the boy 
who’s simple and naive on the surface 
but shrewd as a trap underneath. 
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even in 1911, when bathing 
beauties looked like this, they 
found the fine distinctive flavor 
of Beech-Nut Gum refreshing 
and long-lasting. 


... AND NOW- 

that same delicious flavor 
makes whatever you're 
doing more pleasant. Try 





More pleasure at the beach... 





Beech-Nut Gum 


The yellow package... with the red oval 


His first production, “Two Arabian 
Knights,” took the Motion Picture Aca- 
demy Award for 1927. His second pic- 
ture, “Hell’s Angels”—on which he gam- 
bled two million dollars—made screen 
history and turned Jean Harlow, a no- 
body whom he was ridiculed for starring 
and placing under a long-term contract, 
into a screen sensation. Then he dared 
make gangster pictures. He brought Paul 
Muni to the screen. Pat O’Brien too. 

It remains to be seen, after a long 
holiday from picture-making, if hell 
come through brilliantly again with “The 
Outlaw” and hatch another star in Jane 
Russell. 


ORK and romance are two things 

Howard likes to keep separate. He 
isn’t likely to have a personal interest in 
a girl who works in his pictures. Says 
Jane Russell, who admires him tre- 
mendously but impersonally: 

“IT expected a man with Mr. Hughes’s 
money and fame to be ritzy. But he isn’t. 
He pays no attention to the way he looks. 
He used to wear old white flannels to 
the studios and a shiny blue suit with 
a hole in it. 

“He has more patience and energy than 
anyone I’ve ever known. On a shot where 
I kiss right into the camera he had a 
definite idea about what he wanted. We 
worked on that shot for three days. And 
lots of times when we all left the studio 
exhausted he would go over to his Glen- 
dale factory to work on a plane.” 

Motion pictures aren’t Howard’s major 
interest. Airplanes are. In ships made 
by the Hughes Aircraft Company, the 
construction of which he supervises to the 
least detail, he’s broken speed records, 


Hollywood's Secret Heartbreaker 


pioneered through the stratosphere, won 
the Harmon Medal for his contributions 
to scientific flying and encircled the 
earth. 

‘He has considerable genius,” according 
to Olivia de Havilland, who ought to 
know, “and infinite charm.” 

Olivia and Howard met in November, 
1938, a few days before Thanksgiving. She 
was in northern California on location. 
As a plane flies she was about an hour 
from her mother and home in Saratoga. 
By train it was a long way round. 

“Howard Hughes is flying up this after- 
noon,” one of the company said. “Why 
not ask him to fly you home?” 

High color rose in Olivia’s cheeks. “I 
couldn’t! I don’t know him! Besides, 
Howard Hughes has many more impor- 
tant things to do than to fly me home!” 

Howard decided otherwise. 


N the same hour he and Olivia met they 

were flying over California’s brown 
hills and fertile valleys. She planned 
how she would write her cousin, Jeffry 
de Havilland of the de Havilland motor 
family in England, all about it. He’d 
been none too impressed with her star- 
dom, saying only it must be a great lark. 
But when he heard Howard Hughes had 
flown her home for Thanksgiving it would 
be different. 

Howard marked Olivia’s eyes moist and 
shining as morning flowers with the dew 
on them. He marked her face, delicately 
turned. He marked her mouth, like ripe 
fruit. 

A few months earlier, encircling the 
earth (while Katharine Hepburn sat 
beside her radio, day and night, waiting 
word of him) he had looked out calmly 
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New cream positively stops 
*underarm Perspiration Odor 
as proved in amazing 


HOT CLIMATE TEST 


1. Not stiff, not messy—Yodora 
spreads just like vanishing cream! 
Dab it on—odor gone! 

2. Actually soothing—Yodora can 
be used right after shaving. 

3. Won't rot delicate fabrics. 

4. Keeps soft! Yodora does not dry 
in jar. No waste; goes far. 

Yet hot climate tests— made by 

nurses—prove this daintier deodor- 
ant keeps underarms immaculately 
sweet—under the most severe con- 
ditions. Try Yodora! 
In tubes or jars—10¢, 
30¢, 60¢. McKesson & 
Robbins, Inc., Bridge- 
port, Connecticut. 


YO DORA 


DEODORANT CREAM 





ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


Size 8x10 inches 
or smaller if desired. 
Same price for full length 
or bust form, groups, land- 
scapes, pet animals, etc. 

or enlargements of any 
part of group picture. Safe 
return of original eo 


guaranteed. r$i .00 
$ t hoto 
SEND NO MONEY °: snapshot | 


(«any size) and within a week o.. will receive 

your beautiful enlargement, guaranteed fade- %-~- ‘ 

less. Pay postman 47c plus postage—or send 49¢ , / 

with order and we pay postage. Big 16x20- Py 3 bli 

inch enlargement sent C.O.D. 78c plus post- 

age or send 80c and we pay postage. Take advantage A ae amazing 

offer now. Send your photos today. Specify aoe wanted 
STANDARD ART STUDIOS 

113 S&S. Jefferson St., Dept. 1552-K, Cuicaco, ILLINOIS 
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| isn’t 
| them. 
| side. He flies them wherever they want to 


| more. 
| Florida he was seen with half a dozen 
| beautiful girls in half a dozen famous 





over dark continents and deep oceans. 
But as he asked Olivia, “When can we 
see each other again?” his eyes weren't 
calm at all, they were desperate. 

When and while Howard cares he 


| cares tremendously. 


The Hughes-de Havilland romance had 


| no publicity. 
When Howard and Olivia went out to- | 
gether it didn’t take them long to get out | 


of town. His car is geared for a man 


| accustomed to the speed of flight. He 


would think he were riding on the back 


of a snail if he kept the pace of other cars | 


on the road. Like his father before him, 
who had a 


in his blood. 


F VEN if the photographers had discov- | 
ered Howard and Olivia together it | 
likely they would have snapped | 


Howard has the lens boys on his 


go. Following a heavy romance, during 


| which they’ve let him alone, he wines | 
| and dines them at the Cocoanut Grove. 
‘| And, taking them into his confidence, he | 
“T appreci- | 
| ate you fellows understanding I’m not 


wins them over completely. 


a playboy, that I’d lose standing in the 
oil tool business if I were photographed 
with girls at night clubs,” he tells them. 

The winter Olivia and Howard were 


| seeing each other she was working in 


“Gone With The Wind.” One day, lunch- 


| ing with her in her bungalow dressing 


room, we suggested a magazine story 


| telling how she and Howard had met and 
| what they meant to each other. 


“Oh, no,” she said. “I’d be proud to 
talk about Howard. You know that! But 
I can’t. I can’t risk having him think 
I’m using him for publicity. That would 


| hurt him!” 


Olivia’s pale brown hair was caught in 


| a snood. She wore the somber grays and 


garnets of “Melanie.” But her eyes were 
starry bright and her voice came full and 


| quick. Looking at her, listening to her, 
| you knew her life was warm with love. 


Her days were filled with satisfying work 


| while she created one of the loveliest por- 
| traits ever given to the screen. 


And, 
her work done, she went home to a house 


| filled with Howard’s flowers. 


THEN, quicksilver again, Howard was 


gone. Business took him to New York 
where he saw Katharine Hepburn once 
From there he flew south. In 


cafes. 
It’s strange Howard’s never been sued 


| for breach of promise and stranger still 
| that, almost always, he salvages a worth- | 


while friendship from the romantic ruins. 


| Other Hollywood wolves would like to 
| know how he does this. 


They shake their | 
heads over him, individually and collec- | 
tively. 


Today Howard and Olivia are the most | 
| loyal friends. 


When she was ill at Santa Fe it was to 
Howard she telephoned. “I have appen- 
dicitis,” she told him. “If they have to 
operate—and I think they will—I’d prefer 
to be home.” She laughed, that warm, 
young laugh. “Some of the nurses here, 
Indians, are terrific movie fans. I wouldn’t 
trust them not to snip a little extra piece 
for a souvenir. Could you help me get 
a plane somehow, Howard? I’ve tried to 
charter one but they’re all grounded.” 

“By the time you get to the field a 
plane will be waiting,” he promised. 
Then, “Be sure they bundle you up good 
and warm,” he said. 

The plane he had released was on the 
runway warming up when she reached 


“fine fund” on deposit at the | 
| Houston police station, Howard has speed | 
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When You Use This Amazirg 


4 Purpose Rinse 


In one, simple, quick operation, LOVALON 
will do all of these 4 important things 
for your hair. 
1. Gives lustrous highlights. 
2. Rinses away shampoo film. 
3. Tints the hair as it rinses. 
4. Helps keep hair neatly in place. 
LOVALON does not permanently dye 
or bleach. It is a pure, odorless hair rinse, 
in 12 different shades. Try LOVALON. 
At stores which sell toilet goods «nc. 
25¢ for 5 rinses 
10¢ for 2 rinses 
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Sell CHRISTMAS CARDS 


New “‘PRIZE’’ 21-Folder Assortment 
Fastest $1 seller. Unusually attractive designs: friendly 
greetings: novel features. You make up to 50c. Ex- 
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the field. That night she found her room 
in a Los Angeles hospital filled with 
flowers. He telephoned a few minutes 
after she got in, to make certain she had 
everything she wanted. The next morn- 
ing he was at her bedside. 


Recently, at a party, Howard was criti- | 


“penny pincher.” 
flew to his defense. “I’ve known him to 
be more than generous—often!” she told 
his critics. “I remember one evening 
when a shabby young man approached 
the car to ask for help. The traffic light 
turned. We had to go on. But Howard 
drove around the 
some difficulty—found that fellow again, 


cized for being a 


Olivia | 


block, parked—with | 


gave him five dollars and promised him | 


work at the factory. 
“And you must admit,” 
triumph bright in her eyes, 


she concluded, 
“that Howard 


deserves more credit for doing a thing | 


like this than most of us would. 


A | 


man with his money and his position is | 
approached constantly and disillusioned | 


many times, I’m sure.” 


OWARD, like most people, is uneven | 


about money. Because he’s as rich as 
he is, his economies seem more drastic 


and his extravagances are more lavish. | 


The gifts he makes girls often are worth 
a small fortune. He has paid thousands of 
dollars for an experiment on an engine or 
certain cloud effects for a picture. His 


Sikorsky amphibian plane, which seats | 
twelve, set him back seventy-five thou- | 


sand dollars. Without  grousing, 


he | 


dropped millions in the failure of a film | 


laboratory and in a theater deal. But he’s 
perpetually careful about little expendi- 
tures, 
course, the tips he gives waiters and taxi 
drivers. He’s been described as a man 
who would argue over the oil in the tanks 
of a hundred-thousand-dollar yacht. He 
says himself he cannot bear to “fritter” 
money away. 

Back in 1929 Howard met and fell in 
love with Billie Dove. 


the bets he makes on the golf | 


He was twenty-five years old then and | 


his income was reputed to be two million 
dollars a year. He had just divorced Ella 
Rice Hughes, the Houston debutante he 
had married at nineteen, settling one mil- 
lion dollars on her. 

Billie was one of the most beautiful 
women in the world. For 
those too young to remember her on the 
screen—no one who saw her ever would 
forget her—she had soft hazel eyes, a 
skin with the rich pallor of camellias, 
crisp brown hair with a wide swath of 
gray and a figure warm and round. 


OR years Billie wore Howard's big 

blazing diamond—on the right finger 
but the wrong hand, incidentally. For 
years she and Howard saw nothing and 
cared for nothing beyond each other’s 
eyes. Everyone thought they would 
marry the same day Howard’s lawyer se- 
cured her divorce. Everyone was wrong. 

The Whispering Chorus whispered that 
Howard’s business associates had ob- 
jected to his marrying a movie star. 


the benefit of | 


If | 


this be true he bought their approval at | 


a great price. 

A woman who’s been part of Holly- 
wood for years said, just the other day, 
“Howard’s still looking for the love he 
and Billie knew. Billie would leave a 
scar on any man who loved her. Not 
only because of her beauty but because 
of her lovely feminine sweetness.” 

No other girl, certainly, ever held How- 
ard so long or completely. 

There have been more girls than any- 
one could count since 1932 when he 
and Billie said good-by. In Hollywood 
alone—and he spends only part of his 
time there—besides Rita, Faith, Hedy, 
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Ginger, Olivia and Katharine Hepburn | 


| there have been Lillian Bond, Dorothy 
| Jordan, Marian Marsh, Ida Lupino, Fay 


Wray, June Collyer, Frances Drake, 
Wendy Barrie, Rochelle Hudson and 
dozens more who never reached the ten- 
date. stage. 

Olivia believes Howard loved Katha- | 
rine Hepburn well. “Katharine,” Olivia | 
says, “is the only girl of whom Howard 
talks; and he talks of her with warm | 
respect.” 

According to Theodore Dreiser the | 
love of a man and a woman is a chemical 
Often, certainly, the con- | 
flagration is fierce and instantaneous 
when a man and a woman meet. It was 
that way with Katharine and Howard. | 
Instantly they touched the springs of | 


Howard’s campaign was fervent. If he 
had to fly to California for a few days 
he called Katharine, in New York or 
Connecticut, on the phone and talked for 
hours. He sent her yellow roses, three 
and four and five dozen at a time, every 
There never was a card but always 
when Katharine opened the box her fine 
lean face would glow. 


| each other’s hearts and minds. 


HE never pretended to herself or any- 

one else that she and Howard were 
“just friends.” Once, when she was asked 
what she would do if Howard ran around 
with other girls after they were married, 
she said calmly, “I'd kill him!” 

When she played “Jane Eyre” in Chi- 
cago Howard was with her. Her com- 
pany believed the thirty-five thousand 
dollar string of pearls with an emerald 
clasp carved with K that he gave her 
was a wedding present. An announce- 
ment was expected momentarily. The 
press waited at their hotel, at the theater 
and at the license bureau. Her mother 
and sister arrived from Connecticut. 

Katharine issued a statement. It read: 
“Miss Hepburn will not marry Mr. 
Hughes in Chicago today.” 

Likely she and Howard had one of their 
wild quarrels. It may have begun over 
such a simple thing as an inadequate tip 
that he left on the table. Or perhaps he 
took advantage of this romantic moment 
to win the promise he always sought— 
that she wouldn’t fly any more. Her 
flying made him angry. He flies care- 
fully, scientifically. When he steps out 
of a plane after taking a new record he 
has notes on such things as engine head 
temperatures at various altitudes and 
speeds. Katharine, on the other hand, 
takes off, hair flying, on an impulse. Ac- 
cording to Howard’s standards she’s reck- 
less. And in this case his standards are 
probably right. 


TT pao chee happened their love grew 
no less. “Jane Eyre” closed and 
Katharine’s voice troubled her, as it often 
does when she gets overtired. Howard in- 
sisted upon a holiday. They cruised the 
Caribbean on George Baker’s beautiful 
yacht “The Viking.” Months earlier they 
had inspected this yacht at New London. 
It may be they had thought this southern 
holiday would be a honeymoon. 

A sea plane went with them. They | 
flew through the soft air and the soft 
light of the tropics. They flew over the 
deep blue sea and the dark green islands. 
They flew into the morning and into the 
evening. And every sight and thought | 
were shared and so became more beau- 
tiful, more wonderful. 

That was the summer Howard talked 
for publication about marriage, some- 
thing he had never done before, not even 
in the Billie Dove era. 

“I'm not a confirmed bachelor,” he 
said, “and I expect to be married one of 
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these days. But 1 can’t stand a gaga type 
of girl. A woman has to have something 
in her mind to be attractive.” 

No one doubted it was Katharine, 
graduated from Bryn Mawr, a Phi Beta 
Kappa, and an exciting independent 
thinker, he had in mind. 

That was the summer “Stage Door” 
gave Katharine a high place on the 
screen. That was the summer Howard 
dipped the wings of his silver monoplane 
over the Hepburn estate on the Connecti- 
cut shore in a last farewell, as he took off 
on his globe-encircling flight. 

It was a few days later that Katharine 
rushed from Connecticut to her New 
York house to wait for him. There he 
found her, as soon as he could get away 
from the speeches and the ticker tape 
and confetti. And in the green shine of 
her eyes he again tasted his triumph. 

Katharine and Howard became adept 
at dodging crowds and reporters and 
cameramen. They used to peer out of a 
car door cautiously and, if they were 
discovered, pull in their heads, slam the 
door and beseech the driver to make 
time—in any direction. Following How- 
ard’s flight, however, the press and the 
crowds were too much for them. 

One night the kitchen staff of a famous 
New York restaurant watched a waiter 
lay a table for two in the kitchen, set out 
the finest linen, china, crystal and silver. 
Their mouths gaped. Then, through the 
rear door, came Katharine and Howard, 
breathless from their mad dash through 
the alley. 

“No more touring the city for a restau- 
rant where we won’t be mobbed—then 
home, in despair, for milk and scrambled 
eggs!” That was the essence of Katha- 
rine’s edict. And the fantastic dinner in 
the restaurant kitchen—for which the 
chef outdid himself—was the result. 

Beyond the kitchen wall that night the 
band played. Men and women who knew 
Katharine and Howard well swayed to 
the music and dined at the tables, all 
unsuspecting. A couple of reporters and 
a cameraman seated at the bar stopped 
the host, hurrying kitchenwards with a 
special bottle of champagne. “Think 
Howard and his Katie will be in?” one of 
them asked. The host shook his head. 
“T don’t think you'll see them tonight,” he 
said. “I have an idea they’re in hiding.” 

The end of this romance came soon. 
But a large, silver-framed photograph of 
a bewhiskered Howard, taken directly he 
landed, which has long occupied a place 
of honor in Katharine’s city living room, 
would indicate this particular time holds 
no unhappy aura for her, that it was good 
while it lasted, even unto the end. 

No one really knows when things be- 
tween Howard and Katharine changed, 
probably not even Howard and Katha- 
rine. Such things are so gradual as to 
be imperceptible. We know, however, 
that the song was over for Howard a few 
months later because it was that Novem- 
ber he flew Olivia home. For Katharine 
the melody seems to have lingered on. 
That December, admiring a handsome 
new overcoat Joseph Cotten, who played 
with her in “The Philadelphia Story,” 
was wearing, Katharine asked: 

“Who’s your fine tailor, Joe? 1 want 
to order a coat like that for Howard’s 
Christmas!” 

The Hollywood wolves come and go. 
At this writing the pack is smaller than 
usual, numbering only a few agents and 
studio executives whose names mean 
little outside the film colony and, also, 
Reginald Gardiner, Errol Flynn, John 
Conti, Bruce Cabot, Vic Mature and, of 
course, Howard Robard Hughes, perenni- 
ally Hollywood’s secret heartbreaker. 
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(Continued from page 27) routine of din- 
ner cancelled at the last minute, of week- 
end plans ruined. That is, the executives’ 
wives do stand it. They live separate 
lives from their husbands. They are busy 
with their children, their clothes, their 
gin-rummy sessions and their canteen 
work. If you are a solid, sensible woman, 
it works out all right. If you are a ro- 
mantic, tempestuous beauty with a sensi- 
tive mind and a hungry heart, it is hell 


T wasn’t until Greer got her divorce in 

Los Angeles that Hollywood even real- 
ized that she had been married. Then 
Hollywood started saying she would 
marry Benny Thau. Greer said, when 
queried, “I admire Mr. Thau so much. I 
respect Mr. Thau so much.” She didn't 
say, “I love Mr. Thau so much.” She 
didn’t say it because like all good artists 
she had great respect for the truth. 

Moreover, there was nothing about 
Greer to attract the Hollywood wolf pack. 
She was neither a sweater girl nor a light 
of love. There was, in fact, everything 
about her to drive the eager wolf from 
her door. She read books, lots and lots of 
books, on all subjects from economics to 
political strategy to the art of Renoir as 
contrasted to the music of César Franck. 
She was a lady. 

Next, she did herself in by the very 
perfection of her portrayal of Mrs. Chips. 
The artist in her made her appear ten 
years beyond her own age, ten pounds 
heavier and ten tons more settled than 
she will ever be, even in her tomb. She 
was much more her own self in “Remem- 
ber?” but that was so bad nobody ever 
saw it, so she played a dated though 
delightful lady in “Pride And Prejudice” 
and then the gentle, wonderful but none- 


(Continued from page 4) that I knew 
every line of his head, the set of his 
shoulders, the very way he moves or 
breathes . . . and there I stood, seeing a 
thousand or more men, all of whom I 
thought were Bill. I rushed up to this 
one and that, crying his name and hav- 
ing them turn around and be Tom, Dick 
and Harry. I began to believe I'd never 
find Bill, worked myself up into a good 
stage of thinking I might never see him 
again. Then just as the gate opened and 
the boys began marching through it, I 
heard his voice, calling me, and in an- 
other instant he was beside me. We only 
had a second or so together but at least 
we said good-by. .. .” 

I can tell you, too, the story of an- 
other girl star, who, when her actor hus- 
band went to war, simply couldn't keep 
on living in the style to which their two 
salaries had accustomed her .. . did she 
act like the old Hollywood .. . go into 
debt to keep up a phony appearance .. . 
not at all . . . she moved, but she did it 
with typical laughter she sold her 
Brentwood mansion, moved to a tiny 
rented place in Hollywood . .. when she 
takes you there, she grins, paraphrases 
the crack I made further back and says, 
“Only four rooms and a bath but I call 
it lousy” . . . she never mentions that 
$50,000 that she put in War Bonds. 

Or you can take the story of Claud- 
ette Colbert who went out with the 
Victory show that was two solid 
weeks of one-night stands, rehearsing by 
day, performing matinee and night, trav- 
eling steadily, without enough sleep or 
good food or rest of any sort .. . Colbert, 
the hothouse plant, who always has 
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Secret Romance 


theless sedate Mrs. Gladney in “Blossoms 
In The Dust.” Mr. Thau kept right on 
calling. If Greer had been a different type 
of girl she would have put her career 
ahead of her heart. Being married to the 
right executive is a very quick road to 
the right casting. 

It’s all of a piece that she should even 
have to be playing Richard Ney’s mother 
in “Mrs. Miniver.” 

However, that actor had observant eyes 
and a sensitive imagination. Benny Thau 
also possesses those qualities, but Ney 
had one important commodity Thau 
lacked. Ney had leisure. He had the time 
to court a lovely lady with all the charm, 
the devotion, the romance and the roses 
a lovely lady deserves. 


N the first date they had together, 

Greer and Richard went dancing. 
Greer is a tall girl, but Richard Ney is 
taller, while Benny Thau is definitely 
short. Greer loves dancing and Ney 
dances more smoothly than Cesar Ro- 
mero. Greer adores food and Ney knows 
how to order a perfect dinner and he 
always has plenty of time to eat it, once 
it is served. Greer loves books and so 
does Richard Ney. 

Of course, when the news of their 
dating first got out—and naturally it 
spread around the film colony with a 
speed that makes wildfire look sluggish 
as a river of oatmeal—there was a lot of 
official denial. There was much _ pooh- 
poohing from the studio, some mild 
pooh-poohing from the Garson house- 
hold, not a bit of pooh-poohing from Mr 
Ney. At first most of their dates were at 
Greer’s house, sitting in Greer’s brilliant 
little drawing room, chaperoned by 
Greer’s charming mother. But lately they 


Close Ups and Long Shots 


something the matter with her, shrugs 
the tour off... her husband, Dr. Press- 
man, has long been stationed in Pensa- 
cola, Florida, and as soon as he gets the 
chance will go out as a flight surgeon, 
one of the most dangerous of all posts. ... 

“I guess that tour will show Jack I 
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have been going out more and more to 
dance and dine, even though they are 
still asking the photographers please not 
to snap them together. 

Your guess is as good as Hollywood's 
as to whether or not it will lead to mar- 
riage. There are even some bold souls 
who say they are already secretly wed. 
In any event, it isn’t, in Hollywood, a 
“popular” romance as was the romance 
of Carole and Clark Gable, or that of 
George Brent and Ann Sheridan. 


If they do wed, it will be a union 
hedged about by all the typical Holly- 
wood handicaps. Dick Ney’s salary prob- 
ably isn’t a tenth of Greer’s salary. His 
importance isn’t a twentieth of hers. 
Probably he would always be “Mr. Gar- 
son. 

That setup, however, didn’t ruin the 
blissful MacDonald-Raymond marriage, 
which was another “unpopular romance.” 
The reverse of it didn’t spoil the joyous 
Power-Annabella mating and the film 
colony didn’t go for that one, either. The 
Bill Powells are still happy as spring 
larks, despite all the tragedies that were 
predicted for them, while the absolutely 
approved perfect combine of Myrna Loy 
and Arthur Hornblow is dust on the 
Reno records. 

So maybe Greer and Richard will wed 
and live happily forever after. Maybe 
they won’t. They are moody souls, each 
of them, and their romance might evapo- 
rate with all the swiftness that charac- 
terized its inception. But regardless of the 
future, they are ecstatically, madly happy 
right now. 

And right now, as you perfectly well 
know, is very important right now. 


THe ENpb 


can work just as hard for this country 
as he can,” she says. Then she grins. 
“For two weeks I can, that is.” 


NNA NEAGLE, just returned by 

convoy from England to show her 
“They Flew Alone” which she made 
in London and then to go on to 
Canada to do a tour of the Canadian 
Army camps, told me that the British 
Government feels that amusement is the 
greatest of morale builders ... the Brit- 
ish have marvelous, even if different, 
senses of humor than ours... but some- 
how, I can’t believe that anyone save 
Americans, and Americans in Hollywood, 
at that, would think to make a short 
about how to shoot a gun a funny 
picture. ... 

This happens at Disney’s... Dis- 
ney, the immortal cartoon-maker, was 
given orders to do a training short about 
a certain kind of gun . you'd think 
that would be as dry as ancient Latin 
... but no... there are the facts about 
the gun, in cartoons there are the 
instructions but along with them, 
there are laughs many laughs and 
long laughs... . 

T-at humor is the American way, 
Hol!;wood version and let’s be so 
thenk‘u' that our Government recognizes 
the berison of laughter, given not only 
to its young servi e men, but to us at 
home facing loneliness and rationing and 
uncertain news as a matter of fact, 
if we all were to buy one war stamp for 
every laugh Hollywood gives us, we'd all 
be doing a very neat thing for ourselves, 
for Hollywood and for these United 
States. 


PHOTOPLAY combined with MOVIE MIRROR 
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Ships With Wings (U. A.) 


It's About: The part played by an aircraft 
carrier in the recent naval battles. 


NGLISH-MADE, this rather trite story 

expresses the importance of aircraft 
carriers in battles. Of course, the story 
has the usual heel who is discharged 
from the R.A.F. and eventually becomes 
a hero by blowing up a dam near Greece. 

Seems as if the bravery of our boys in 
actual combat needs a bit of glorifying 
on the screen as well, or so the audience 
seemed to feel, judging by their remarks 
afterwards. 

The cast is all English and features 
Leslie Banks, John Clements and Jane 
Baxter. 

The photography is remarkable and 
worthy of great applause. 


Your Reviewer Says: Fair war stuff. 


The Mad Martindales 
(20th Century-Fox) 


It's About: A younger sister who takes 
over her big sister’s beau. 


ANE WITHERS’ swan. song. at 

Twentieth Century-Fox, the studio 
that started her off to fame and fortune, 
develops into a blue melody with verses 
of hokum and a chorus of wails. Jane 
should have better material and, thank 
goodness, has taken a step toward get- 
ting it. 
In this one, Jane attempts to cap- 


The Shadow Stage 


(Continued from page 18) 


ture her older sister’s (Marjorie Wea- 
ver’s) rich beau, to the distress of her 
young suitor Jimmy Lydon. Alan Mow- 
bray as her daffy daddy is just that. 
Byron Barr as the wealthy young ob- 
ject of Jane’s affection is fair. 


Your Reviewer Says: Now let’s have no 
more such as this, please. 


Blondie's Blessed Event 
(Columbia) 


It's About: The Bumpsteads have a baby 
girl. 


HE screen Bumpsteads keep apace 
with Chic Young’s newspaper comic 
strip and become the parents of baby 





YOU ASKED FOR IT! 


So many of you wrote 
in contesting the choice 
of our judges on The 
Best Figure in Hollywood 
that we're giving you 
readers your chance 
to be the judge. Get 
your September issue 


AND VOTE! 





girl Cookie. What a darling she is! 

Penny Singleton as Blondie arranges 
with Mr. Dithers, her husband’s boss, to 
keep Dagwood, Arthur Lake, out of town 
until after the blessed event. Outside 
of the newcomer there isn’t much to 
talk about. 


Your Reviewer Says: Not quite up to the 
standard. 


The Falcon Takes Over 
(RKO-Radio) 


It's About: An amateur detective who 
solves a murder in self-defense. 


“\VOU’RE an old smoothie” could well 

be directed at the popular screen 
sleuth, George Sanders, who has his own 
peculiar talents for unearthing murder- 
ers; this time one Moose Malloy, played 
by Ward Bond. 

Lynn Bari is the gal who catches the 
Sanders eye. James Gleason, Edward 
Gargan and Allen Jenkins are good peo- 
ple to have in any show. 


Your Reviewer Says: Well done. 


A Close Call For Ellery Queen 
(Columbia) 


It's About: The clever detective who is 
dismissed from a case before the murders 
happen. 


ILLIAM GARGAN takes over the 
role of Ellery Queen, detective, 
formerly played by Ralph Bellamy and 











neednt worry 
your throat! 


Tuere’s a lot of difference in cigarettes! 


And here’s how the five most popular 
brands stack up—as compared by emi- 


nent doctors:* 





The other four brands aver- 
aged more than three times as 








irritant as PHILIP MORRIS. 


And this irritation—from the 
other four — lasted more than five 





times as long! 


Sure, you inhale. All smokers do, So— ig 
be sure about your cigarette! 


(*Reported in authoritative medical journals.) 
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Nece NELT DEODORANT 


FOR UNDER THE ARMS 
oi a 
NATION UNDER ARMS 


Whether you're engaged in war work ... or 
the important job of being a woman, the 
sensational new NEET Cream Deodorant 
will preserve and defend your daintiness. 

New NEET Cream Deodorant is a sure 
way of instantly stopping under-arm odor 
and perspiration from one to three days! A 
feather-weight, stainless, greaseless cream 
that vanishes almost instantly, makes arm- 
pits dry and free of odor. Will not irritate 
the skin, or injure clothing. & 

Buy new NEET Cream 
Deodorant in the Blue and , 
White jar today. Does not dry “e 
or cake in jar! Generous 10¢ 
and 2%¢ sizes plus tax. 

KEEP NEAT WITH ae percgirati 
ANew Aeel Leodorant \ “ee 


GUARANTEED BY THE MAKERS OF MEET DEPILATORY 





Keeps “JUST 
SHAMPOOED” 
Lightness All 
Week... Costs 
But Few Cents 


Package Includes Extra Golden Rinse 

1. Specially for Blondes. Helps keep light hair 
from darkening, brightens faded blonde hair. 

2. Nota liquid—a fragrant powder. Safe even for 
children’s fine hair. 

3. Instantly removes the dingy, dust-laden film 
that makes fine blonde hair dark, old-looking. 

4. To give hair beautiful luster and radiance, top 
off shampoo with Blondex Golden Rinse. For 
all shades of blondes. 

5. Takes only 11 minutes to use. Costs 10c at all 
drug and department stores. 


BLONDEX 


SHAMPOO AND RINSE FOR BLONDES 


| does a grand job. In the story Gargan 
| takes himself off to the lodge of a rich 
| man, Ralph Morgan (who is housing 
| two odd characters), to discover Mor- 
gan has two daughters, one of whom 
has been missing for years. 

| Margaret Lindsay, Gargan’s secretary, 
impersonates the missing daughter and 
then the fun starts—more people are 
killed! 

Kay Linaker, Charles Judels and 
Charles Grapewin play important cogs in 
the wheels within wheels. 

stuff. 


Your Reviewer Says: Fair mystery 


Meet The Stewarts (Columbia) 


It's About: The attempts of a bride to live 
on a budget. 


IND of warm and cozy is this story of 

a poor boy, William Holden, who 
marries a rich girl, Frances Dee, and, as 
a result, experiences all sorts of laugh- 
able (to us) situations. To the bride and 
groom, the little things that seem so 
comical to us become mountains of woe, 
which only adds to our sadistic amuse- 
ment. 

If Columbia reckoned on making this 
as a serial, they have something here, 
for people all about us giggled and guf- 
fawed at the antics of this bridal pair. 

| But with William Holden in the Army, 
we're wondering about the future fate 
of the Stewarts. 

At any rate, we can enjoy this one 
from its opening sequence, a titter-pro- 
voker, with Holden actually and literally 
up a tree, through its moments of tragedy 
(to the young people) when they attempt 

| a dinner for the in-laws to its very 
| satisfactory conclusion. 

| Frances Dee makes a lovely bride. 
| Holden, as always, gives a sincere and 
polished performance, while the rest of 
the cast, including Grant Mitchell, Mar- 
jorie Gateson and Anne Revere (there’s 
a one), add special bits and highlights. 
Your Reviewer Says: Pleasant people to 
visit of an evening. 


Mexican Spitfire Sees A Ghost 
(RKO-Radio) 


| It's About: An that ends 


in a riot. 


impersonation 


jus Lupe Velez again, with Leon Errol 
impersonating the now renowned Lord 
Epping. When the real Lord Epping re- 
turns from a moose hunt you can imagine 
the zaney goings-on. Buddy Rogers is 
the handsome husband of Lupe, who does 
her stuff to perfection. 
Loud, 


Your Reviewer Says: and 


| sometimes funny. 


noisy 


Remember Pearl Harbor 


(Republic) 


| It's About: An irascible soldier who turns 
hero. 


THE best thing about this picture is the 
title, although there are moments of 
timely interest and drama. Don Barry, 
Republic’s redheaded cowboy, leaps 
down from his horse to play the straight 
dramatic lead of the irresponsible soldier 
who neglects his duty, thereby causing 
the death of his pal, Maynard Holmes. 
Later, of course, Red sees the error of his 


ways and sacrifices his life by diving a 
bombing plane into a Japanese battleship. 
It’s the old, old Army formula, it seems. 

Fay McKenzie as Holmes’s sister is 
pretty and adequate. Alan Curtis as a pal 
of Red’s is good, but it’s really the dra- 
matic news flashes and timely inserts 
that keep the story alive and interesting. 


Your Reviewer Says: Interestingly timely. 


Escape From Hong Kong 
(Universal) 


It's About: A secret service agent knee- 
deep in foreign spies. 


you never saw such a mixup of “Is she 

a spy?” or “Isn’t she a spy?” as Mar- 
jorie Lord goes through so that Universal 
can make a movie. Fake British officers, 
Japanese agents and three American 
cowboys, Andy Devine, Leo Carrillo and 
Don Terry, mix it up in a free-for-all 
before the bombing of Hong Kong. The 
cowboys, incidentally, have been putting 
on a sharp-shooting act in Oriental 
theaters when Miss Lord finds herself 
between the devil (a German posing as 
a Briton) and the deep sea full of Japs. 
From then on in the bullets fly thicker 
than the swallows down at Capistrano. 


Your Reviewer Says: Peppy as all get out. 


Henry And Dizzy (Paramount) 


It's About: The attempts of Henry Ald- 
rich to replace a wrecked motorboat. 


IMMY LYDON is the new Henry 

Aldrich who finds himself in very deep 
water. And we mean deep water when a 
borrowed motorboat is wrecked by 
Henry and must be replaced. The futile 
struggle of Henry and his pal Dizzy 
(Charles Smith) to earn enough money 
to replace the boat forms the basis of 
the story. How the boat is eventually re- 
placed is rather cute. Mary Anderson is 
the pretty girl. 
Your Reviewer Says: Not up to the old 
standards. 


Sunday Punch (M-G-M) 
It's About: Jealousy among prizefighters. 


f VERYTHING is going along fine at the 
old boardinghouse for prizefighters 
run by Connie Gilchrist until her beauti- 
ful daughter Jean Rogers returns from a 
theatrical tour. And then thump-thump- 
thump go all the masculine hearts, from 
Olaf, the janitor, played well by Dan 
Dailey Jr., to William Lundigan, the col- 
lege lad who actually captures Jean’s 
heart. 

The title? Oh, yes, a Sunday Punch is 
a punch that packs sufficient wallop to 
land a man in dreamland. The big fight 
that climaxes the little yarn is a real 
thriller. 


Your Reviewer Says: Only if you enjoy 
fights. 


Ten Gentlemen From West Point 
(20th Century-Fox) 


It's About: 
Point. 


The first students at West 


|} ISTORICALLY this is a mighty in- 
teresting epic, dealing as it does with 
the establishment of West Point Academy 
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POWDER PUFFS 
MAKE MONEY COLORING PHOTOS a 
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Fascinating occupation quickly learnedat home _—— . 
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in spare time. Famous Koehne method brings outnat-( « A 
ural, life-like colors. Many earn while learning. Sen 


today for free booklet and requirements. ; | , | 
NATIONAL ART SCHOOL. EASY TO) 
4315S Michigan Ave., Dept. 138C. Chicago,U.S.A. 
Make Money With 
CHRISTMAS CARDS 


Give bigger value— make bigger profits. Show 
emart Personal Christmas Cards with name 50 
for $1. New 21-card **Dollar King’* Assort- 
ment amazing seller. Also Religious, Etchings, 
Gift Wrappings, Everyday Cards. No experi- 
ence needed. Samples on approval. Write, 
CHAS. C. SCHWER Co. 
-2 Westfield, Mass. 














MINED ano CUT ot"), 


Famous WHITE Zircon, exqui- 
site gem, alluring good-luck omen, 
Sparkles like a diamond, costs 
98> less! Cuts glass, resists acid. 
FREE catalog. Write today! Buy 
with confidence from exclusive 
Blu-Brite Zircon distributor. 

When in N. Y. visit our showrooms 
KIMBERLY GEM CO., Inc. 
Dept. MF-6, 503 Sth Ave. N.Y.C. 



















LIGHT BROWN to BLACK @ 
Gives a natural, youthful %, 
appearance. Easy to use in the clean 
privacy of your home; not greasy; will not 
rub off nor interfere with curling. For 30 
years millions have used it with complete 
satisfaction. $1.35 for sale everywhere. 
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and the training of the first group of 
students that dwindles to a mere ten, 
under the rigid discipline of Laird Cre- 
gar, an Army major. 

Histrionically, however, it’s painfully 


weak, despite the splendid cast of George 


Montgomery, John Sutton, John Shep- 
perd and Maureen O’Hara. Montgomery, 
both in delivery of lines and acting abil- 
ity, is woefully inadequate. Maureen, who 
merely decorates the story, and John 


| Sutton, who loses her, are tair. Cregar, 


as usual, is splendid. 
How our Academy began and survived 


| is most interesting, however. 


Your Reviewer Says: A good history lesson. 
Tarzan's New York Adventure 
(M-G-M) 


It's About: The adventures of the big 


| jungle lad in New York. 


ICTURE the thrills and chuckles re- 

sulting: from an _ audience’s_ seeing 
Tarzan (in trousers) in the big city of 
New York whence he has come in search 
of Boy who was taken back to civiliza- 
tion by big-game hunters. 

His reactions to all modern inconven- 


| iences, the telephone and radio among 
| them, bring on a shower of chuckles 
| from the audience. His rallying of ele- 


phants in the circus scene and leap from 
the Brooklyn Bridge are really something 
to see. Of course, Maureen as Jane, and 
Cheeta the ape are with him. Johnny 
Weissmuller, as usual, plays Tarzan. 


Your Reviewer Says: Watch that man go! 


Powder Town (RKO-Radio) 


It's About: A scientist who almost meets 


— | death through his own invention. 


T= “powder” in this story is strictly 


taleum and should be used to dust off 
the people who wrote and conceived this 


| stupid piece. 


Edmond O'Brien is a scientist who in- 


| vents some sort of explosive (we couldn't 
| figure out what) and must be protected 
| at all times by Vic McLaglen. But what 


good does Vic do when Edmond and his 
bodyguard are captured and almost 


| blown up. 


Girls wander around and get mixed up 
in it. We wish to heavens we never had. 


| Your Reviewer Says: Plain awful. 


Miss Annie Rooney (Small-U. A.) 
It's About: A rich boy gets in the groove. 


DOLESCENT Shirley Temple be- 
comes a screen adolescent in the 
story of a young modern who executes 


| a mean jitterbug and slings a mean mess 
| of hot jive talk. 


Shirley is that young lady and very 
cute she is, too, in this so very different 
departure from anything the starlet has 
done on the screen. 

Dickie Jones is the rich young man 
who adores Annie Rooney (Shirley) and 
invites her, without his parents knowl- 
edge, to his birthday party. After a pre- 
liminary snubbing by the guests, Annie 
hits her stride until her father, William 
Gargan, breaks in with his big noisy 
plans and spoils it all. 

Eventually it works out to everyone’s 
happiness. Guy Kibbee as Grandad is 
A-1. Peggy Ryan as Shirley’s girl friend 
and Roland Du Pree as her former boy 
friend are very good. 

Teen-age children will like it and we 
think Dad and Mother will, too. 


Your Reviewer Says: Get hep, audiences. 








New under-arm 
Cream Deodorant 
safely 
StopsPerspiration 


Son OR 4g REFUND Oo 
® Guaranteed by 
Good Housekeeping 


eas ovemnse MOS 

1. Does not harm dresses, or men’s 
shirts. Does not irritate skin. 

2. No waiting to dry. Can be used 
right after shaving. 

3. Instantly checks perspiration for 1 
to 3 days. Removes odor from 
perspiration, keeps armpits dry. 

4. A pure white, greaseless, stainless 
vanishing cream. 

5. Arrid has been awarded the 
Approval Seal of the American 
Institute of Laundering, for being 
harmless to fabrics. 


(Also in 10¢ and 59¢ jars) 
Buy ajar of ARRID today at any 
store which sells toilet goods. 


WAKE UP YOUR 
LIVER BILE— 


Without Calomel—And You'll Jump Out 
of Bed in the Morning Rarin’ to Go 


The liver should pour 2 pints of bile juice into 
your bowels every day. If this bile is not flowing 
freely, your food may not digest. It may just de- 
cay in the bowels. Then gas bloats up your stom- 
ach. You get constipated. You feel sour, sunk and 
the world looks punk, 

It takes those good, old Carter’s Little Liver 
Pills to get these 2 pints of bile flowing freely to 
make you feel “up and up.” Get a package today. 
Take as directed. Effective in making bile flow free- 
ly. Ask for Carter’s Little Liver Pills. 10¢ and 25¢, 
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ANNE JEFFREYS appearing in 


Republic’s “Lazy Bones” 


Hair-touseling doesn't bother lovely Anne Jeffreys 
for she knows how to avoid snarls. Does your 
hair tangle and snag the comb if mussed? Use 
Golden Glint Shampoo and have hair that doesn't 
fight your comb—shining, silky hair that falls into 
place and stays in place, saving hours of tiresome 
brushing. It’s the PURE RADIEN in Golden Glint 
that makes the hair so soft and lustrous. 

Still better, Golden Glint Shampoo comes in 12 dif- 
ferent shade selections The one for your hair will 
add an alluring “tiny tint’—not much—just a 
little but, oh! what a difference it does make! 25c 
and 10c at drug and variety stores or send for free 
sample. (25c¢ size packed since March 15 contains 
free War Stamp Certificates.) 


GOLDEN GLINT CO., Seattle, Wn., Box 3366-S 
Please send free sample for shade marked “X.” 

. Black TO 7. Titian Blonde 

. Dark Copper 8. Golden Blonde 

. Sable Brown 9. Topaz Blonde 

. Golden Brown 10. Dark Auburn 

. Nut Brown 11. Light Auburn 

. Silver 12. Lustre Glint 
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| did Alice have a rotten time. 
| they decided to operate, I told her I was 
| going to stay right beside her and hold 


| She’s superstitious, too. 


They Named the Baby Junior 


(Continued from page 32) numbers. 


| Never was there a man who seemed to be 
| more happily in love. 


If you think that 
all actors talk nothing but “I,” you should 
have heard this one. He never said “I.” 
He only said “Alice.” 
“Alice had a tough time of it,” 
“Alice wanted a girl,” he said. 
“Alice was so wonderful all the time 


he said. 


| the baby was coming,” he said. 


“She has to be Junior,” he said. “Alice 
Faye Jr. Isn’t that a wonderful name? 
Think of having everybody know her 
mother was Alice Fay. What a break 


| for a kid.” 


“It’s not so bad to be known as Phil 
Harris’s daughter, either,” we said. 

“Aw, that’s nothing,” said Phil and he 
wasn’t kidding. He honestly feels that he 
is just a guy but Alice is a queen and 
Alice Jr. is a princess. 

Phil wanted a girl for two reasons. He 
hoped a girl would look exactly like this 
wife he adores; and besides he has a son 


| by his former marriage, a lad now seven 


years old, who lives with them. 

“Until I was married to Alice, I didn’t 
know that a man could have fun with his 
wife,” Phil said. “I always thought if 


| you wanted laughs, you had to go out 


with a gang of fellows. When I was 
married the first time, I was always going 
out with a mob of men, carrying on all 
night. I’ve been in night clubs all my 
life, so whether a place has sawdust on 
the floor or chromium on the doors makes 
no matter to me. Most women don't 
understand that. They want to go where 
the glitter is. But not Alice. She just 
wants to go where you want to go. If 
you want to play cards, she'd sit in on 
the game for hours. So what happens? 
Most of the nights we just stay home, 
doing nothing, having a wonderful time 
just because we're alone together. 


HEN she knew she was going to 

have the baby, she was the most 
sensible girl you ever knew. She just quit 
the screen cold. No business of hanging 
around to get another picture in and 
thereby maybe endangering hers and the 
baby’s health. No, siree, not Alice. You 
should have seen us all those nights, sit- 
ting there, each drinking a quart of milk, 
Alice because the doctor ordered her to, 
me because she was drinking it. 

“At first we hoped the baby would get 
here on Alice’s birthday, May fifth 
Then we hoped she’d arrive on our first 
wedding anniversary, but she was late, 
finally arriving on May twentieth, and 
The night 


her hand and I did, too. Somehow I 
wasn't frightened, even for Alice, and it 
was the most terrific experience I’ve 
known, seeing my own daughter born, 
seeing them breathe life into her, hearing 


| that first little cry she gave. 


“You know how sentimental Alice is. 
When all those 
presents kept arriving, she’d open them 


| all and beam over them, but she wouldn't 
| touch one or give it away. 


She felt if 
she did, something might happen, that 
we might even get a boy. All along 
we've been furnishing the nursery 
in our house in Encino and for Christmas 
I gave Alice a bassinette I found in one 
of the stores. That’s got everything on 
it, too, except a mortgage and I had it 


| done in both pink and blue, just to play 
| safe. 


Now that Alice Junior’s here, Alice 
is planning to turn all those dresses and 
things over to one of the government 
agencies, to let them give them away 


where they will do the most good. They 
are beautiful things, you know, all wools 
and silks and our baby couldn’t use a 
third of them in the next ten years. As 
for the telegrams and letters we’ve had, 
so help me, there’s one room out at the 
house that is packed tight with them. 
We want to answer every one. I got 
a card with a spotlight on it, that’s 
for Alice, and a mike like an ear of corn, 
which is strictly for me, and we’re send- 
ing that out in answer to all those good 
wishes. You don’t know what it means 
to know you've got so many people on 
your side 


E HONESTLY didn’t make so many 

plans for the baby’s future. We 
most of all wanted to have her, but we 
do know we're going to give her singing 
lessons and dancing lessons and all the 
things we neither one of us ever had 
when we were kids. Id like her to be 
an actress, because Alice is, and because 
I think actresses are wonderful girls. 
What makes them so wonderful is that 
they don’t stop learning. Take Alice, 
she’s always studying something and two 
or three books a week are nothing to her. 
I don’t know. Maybe it’s just jive, but 
the doctor said that Alice Junior really 
is a pretty fine kid. If she just gets her 
mother’s eyes and mouth and her dis- 
position, that’s all I ask. 

“The laugh of the whole thing was,” he 
said, “that I told Alice all along that the 
night the baby came, I would go out on 
one terrific spree. So what do I really 
do? I just go home, don’t even have a 
beer, just sit all alone being so happy 
that I nearly cried about it. 

“The only tough part of it all now is 
that I’m due to go on the road for four- 
teen weeks. Not counting ourselves, 
Alice and I have ten dependents. You 
take our taxes out of our incomes and 
you’ve got to keep scratching to meet all 
those expenses. The Jello program goes 
off the air till fall, so it’s the theaters for 
me, doing five shows a day when I’m 
lucky and mostly seven or nine, getting 
in those theaters at eleven A.M. and out 
after midnight. What’s more, I know [I'l] 
spend practically every dollar I make 
telephoning Alice. I did that the last 
time I was separated from her. I see a 
telephone and I go nuts with having to 
hear her voice and be sure she’s all right 
and what I'll do now, with the baby 
added, I hate to think about. I go from 
here to San Francisco and then I head 
due east. We'd planned, originally, that 
Alice would go to Frisco with me, be- 
cause she’s not due back on the screen 
until August for the picture ‘Greenwich 
Village,’ but now the poor kid won’t even 
be out of the hospital by the time I! 
leave.” 

Phil looked up suddenly, said, “Excuse 
me,” and disappeared beneath the or- 
chestra pit. He was back in five minutes 

“IT went and called Alice then,” he said. 
“She was fine, resting more comfortably. 
She said she was lying there thinking 
about teaching Junior to put over her 
first big number on her sixteenth birth- 
day. Will that be something? Imagine 
having Alice as a teacher. Nobody can 
put across a song the way Alice can.” 

“We'll make a note of the date,” we 
said. So we did, and you might make a 
note of the date, May 20, 1958, too. For it 
really should be quite a night, when this 
loved child, Alice Faye Junior, steps 
forth, with Alice Senior beaming from 
the audience and with father Phil Harris 
playing away to beat the band. 
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e WACUTEX 


Amazingly effective 
al new method of ex- 
tracting blackheads auto- 
matically by vacuum and 
pressure — WITHOUT 
squeezing the skin or in- 
juring tissues. Operates 
with three fingers — 
reaches everywhere. 
Scientifically designed 
in plastic and surgical 
steel. 

Satisfaction Guaranteed 
or Money Refunded 
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AUTOMATICALLY — 
LATER EJECTS 
EXTRACTED 
BLACKHEADS. 


BALLCO PRODUCTS CO. Dept. 115 
516 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 

Enclosed is $1 for VACUTEX, FREE Postage (if 
C.0.D., pay mailman $1.20). If not satisfied, | may 
return it in one week and $1! will be refunded. 
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ONAL CHRISTMAS 


Show sparkling values. Christmas Cards 
WITH NAME IMPRINTED - big selection; 
low as 50 for $1. Also gorgeous 2l-card 
SUPREME Christmas Box Assortment; $1— 
pays up to 100% pro fit. A real money~ maker. 
i ) ser nsational fast-sellers Gift Wrappings, WITH wy, 
Write TODAY for sample s on approval. AME, 
CARDINAL ‘CRAFTSMEN, Dept. 548. Cincinnati, Ohio 
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FLEA POWDER 


—also kills Lice and Ticks 
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Earn °25 a week 


AS A TRAINED 
PRACTICAL NURSE! 


Practical nurses are always needed! Learn at home 
in your spare time as thousands of men and women 
—18 to 60 years of age—have done through Cuicaco 
Scuoot or Nursing. Easy-to-understand lessons, 
endorsed by physicians. One graduate has charge 
of 10-bed hospital. Nurse Cromer, of lowa, now runs 
her own nursing hom« Others prefer to earn $2.50 
to $5.00 a day in private practice. 


YOU CAN EARN WHILE YOU LEARN 
Mrs. B. C., of Texas, earned $474.25 whik taking 
course. Mrs. 8. E. P. started on her first case ifter 
her 7th lesson; in 14 m onths she earned $1900! 
You, too, can earn good money, make new fric nds 
High school not necessary. Easy payments L-quip- 
ment included. 43rd year. Send coupon now! 


CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Dept.188, 100 East Ohio Street, Chicago, III. 

Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages. 
Name. — Age 
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performances are terrific. (May) 
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college because he’s accused of bei Red. J 
Leslie and Herbert Anderson add t the ft 
(June) 
MAN WHO RETURNED TO |! 
Columbia: John Howard is the high nded het 
who after escaping a murder charge by fleeing t 
California, learns that the man f ife 
is now himself accused of g Howa 1 
treks all the way back to aid his enen Muy) 
WAN WHO WOULDN'T DIE, THI th Cen 
tury-Fox: Pretty farfetched is this, what witl 
ct rps¢ that’s misslt I \ 1 M ir] t 
Weaver being so fri s nds L 
Nolan, who 1s really s ‘ S 
her new husl ind 11 s 
Henry Wilcox (July) 
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STREET, THE—RKO Radi 


1YOR OF 44th 
In order to aid former racketeer Richard Bart 
mess, George Murphy takes him into his business 
is agent for dance bands. Anne Shirley looks lovely 
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at home in her role as hoofer assistant 


to ( May) 


but she’s ne 


to Mr. Mur 


SSISSIPP] GAMBLER 


Kent Taylor witnesses fa j 
he’s about to cross the la 
a cab and starts a thous 
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in the discovery of the murderer, diss 
plastic surgery. Don’t waste your time. 


VY MISTER V—Edward Small-U.A.: Leslie 
Howard plays the modern Pimpernel, who liberates 
artists, scientists and great men held in Nazi power. 
The story has a tendency to lag in spots but it’s 
an interesting and thrilling picture. Mr. Howard 
and Francis Sullivan, as head of the Gestapo, give 
brilliant performances. (May) 


MOKEY—M-G-M—AIll about a misunderstood boy 
who gets into serious trouble, with Donna Reed 
handed the thankless role of a young stepmother 
who refuses to ey og her husband’s son Mokey. 
Dan Dailey Jr. plays his father. (July) 


YY MOONTIDE—20th Century-Fox: Jean Ga 
is a sensation as a waterfront wanderer who 1 
a forsaken waif, Ida Lupino, from her att 
suicide and discovers he wants to settle down 
her. Thomas Mitchell, as Gabin’s evil pari 
Claude Rains, a philosopher, are excellent. 
and Lupino are unforgettable. (July) 





WR. BUG OES 1O TOW Paramount 
Kor sheer delightful novelty, this story of insect 
life takes the prize. There's Hoppity, the hero 
grasshopper, his girl friend, Honey, plus many 
other beautiful characters. (May) 


MURDER IN THE BIG HOUSE—Warners: 
Newspaperman Van ISO! ut to find out 
why a convict was ele 1 n 
set time. With the sid ( f °F: Lye Em . 
Meeker, he uncovers a politi il 
most leads to another murder. 





YY MY FAVORITE BLONDE—Paramount: 
Howl of the mecnth is this riotous farce where 
Sritish agent Madeleine Carroll, pursued by Nazi 
igents, takes refuge with vaudevillian Bob Hope 
and accompanies him West. Such a procession of 
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and CLOTHING 


¥ It’s All So Easy — your materials are 
picked up at your door by Freight or Express at 
our expense —and a week later you can have 
deep-text ured, new Broad!oom rugs, woven Reversi- 
ble for Double Wear. ANY SIZE to 16 feet seam- 
less by Any Length. Mail coupon or le Postal for — 


REE Begutiful, Big RUG BOOK in 
F COLORS, 26 Model Rooms. 
Shows 61 Early American, Oriental, 18th Cen- 
tury and Leaf designs — Solid Colors, Tweed 
blends — Ovals. Tells how we shred, merge, re- 
cluim the valuable materials, picker, bleach, ecard, 
spin, redye and reweave. You Risk Nothing by 

a Trial — Our 68th year — 2 million customers. 


OLSON RUG CO., Chicago, New York, ‘Frisco 
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Relieves <= 
MINOR 


BURNS 


® Quick! When you suffer one of 
those pesky minor burns or scalds, 
reach for the jar of Mentholatum. 
Spread a layer of this cooling, 
soothing ointment over the injury. 
You’ll soon feel delightful relief. 
And Mentholatum’s medicinal in- 
gredients will help promote more 
rapid healing of the injured skin. 
30c and 60c sizes. 
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WASH THAT 
TIRED, RED-EYED 


LOOK AWAY! 


—IN SECONDS! Yes, you can soothe 
eyes that feel drawn and tingly from 
close work, glare, dust or late hours 
in a few seconds! Just drop 2 drops 
of EYE-GENE in each eye. Almost im- 
mediately comes a feeling of soothing 
relief. Glance in a mirror and you'll 
see that your eyes actually look 
rested, bright and clear, too! 


EYE-GENE is an eye specialists’ for- 

mula. No other lotion has the ex- 

clusive ingredient that makes it 

so effective in so short a time! 

Y Stainless. Inexpensive. Atdrug, 
department and 10¢ stores. 








pot? 


Kurlash curls your lashes 
upwards — makes your 
eyes appear larger and 
livelier, your lashes 
seem darker and longer, 
A cinch to use—a mira- 
cle worker that always 
achieves results! Get 
your Kurlash and let 
your own eyes be your 
judge! At leading drug 
and department stores 


Price $1.00 


Send 10c to Jane Heath, Dept. E8, Kurlash 
Co., Inc., Rochester, N. Y. for trial tube of 
Kurlene, eye lash cream and free eye 
beauty make-up chart. State color of eyes, 


hair and skin. 


KURLASH 


The Only Complete Eye-Beauty Line 
THE KURLASH COMPANY, INC. 


Rochester, N. ¥. * New York City « Toronto, Canada 
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mixups as these two get in and out of! You'd | 


your breath if you weren't using it for 
(June) 


this 


Dresses . 


VY MY GAL SAL—20th Century-Fox: In 
gay musical Victor Mature portrays Pan/ 
the songwriter. He runs away from home, joins a 
traveling show where he’s befriended by Carole 
Landis, then meets the New York stave Rita 
Hayworth, with whom he falls in love. (July) 


star, 


MYSTERY OF MARIE ROGET, 7THE—Univer- 
sal: This is all very confusing, what with the body 
of Maria Montez being found in the river, but then 
Maria herself walks in as she’s been erroneously 
identified. But then Maria really gets murdered 
Patric Knowles is in charge of the case and they 
chase all over Paris to find the murderer. (July) 


NIGHT BEFORE THE DIVORCE, THE—20th 
Century-Fox: Joseph Allen Jr. grows tired of his 
superior wife, Lynn Bari, so turns for comfort 
to blonde charmer Mary Beth Hughes. Then Nils 
Asther steps into the fray only to get killed. What 
a waste of a fine actor like Asther! (May) 


NO HANDS ON THE CLOCK—Paramount: 
Chester Morris is a private detective honeymooning 
with Jean Parker in Reno when the son of a wealthy 
rancher disappears, and Jean eggs Chester on to 
take the Dick Purcell, Astrid Allwyn and 
Rose Hobart round up the cast. (June) 


case, 


VV REAP THE WILD WIND—Paramount: 
Another Cecil B. DeMille thrill-packed, rip-snort 
ing adventure story of ships and men and women 
of the 1840's. In Key West, Paulette Goddard 
meets John Wayne, captain of a wrecked vessel, 
and falls in love with him. In Charleston she 
meets Ray Milland, attorney for Wayne's shipping 
company. The rivalry between the two men 
results in a thrilling climax. (May) 

Y RIDE EM COWBOY—Universal 
Costello, peanut venders from a New York 
land on a dude ranch at the same time as woul 
Western hero Dick Foran and meet Anne Gwy 
Chere are several hilarious moments. (May) 


Abbott ; 


20th Century-Fo 
Tierney 


HER FINGERS 
wage slave, meets Gene 
rich resort Each thinks the other's wealthy, al 
though Gene is just a front for swindlers Spring 
Byington and Laird Cregar. Amusing. (July) 


RINGS ON 
Henry Fonda 


Y RIO RITA—M-G-M: Not the old “Rio Rita,” 
hut it does have Abbott and Costello. They've never 
l funnier as they blunder into a plot 
laid by Nazis in a Texas Kathryn Gray 
ind John Carroll sing and romance. (June) 


ween sabotage 
resort 
son 
Y SABOTEU R--Universal: Packed with suspense 
this story holds your interest despite many loose 
ends. Robert Cummings is a defense plant worker 
accused of sabotage who escapes the police, picks 
up Priscilla Lane and makes his way to New York 
where he uncovers the real saboteurs. (July) 
SCATTERGOOD RIDES HIGH—RWO Radio 
Guy Kibbee, as the small-town philosopher, Scatte: 
! / Baines, helps Kenneth Howell to get back his 
id father’s favorite horses by outwitting a small 
snob with a hen-pecked husband, Jed Prouty. 
warm homey coziness. (July) 


RET AGENT OF JAPAN—20th Century 
“ox: Kritish agent Lynn Bari calls for a mysterious 
letter at the Shanghai night club run by Preston 
Foster. Foster, who thinks she’s employed by the 
laps, gets into the fray, and finally discovers the 
head man of the Japs. Noel Madison, Sen Yung, 
Miss Bari and Mr. Foster are swell. (June) 
WOUTH—Columbia: Joe E 
you plenty of laughs as the wealthy 
who goes out West with his valet, 
to beautify the desert. (May) 


SHi Wy 
Br gives 
orticulturist 
Fritz Feld, 


BIG 
| 


Rich 
taxi dancer and 

Bert Gordon, the 
(July) 


SING FOR YOUR SUPPER—Columbia: 
Jinx Falkenburg is mistaken for a 
ends up as a singer with a band 


mad Russian, makes people laugh. 


SLEEPYTIAI GAl Republic: A hodgepodge 
ihout three hotel chefs, Billy Gilbert. Fritz Feld 
and Jay Novello, who help Judy Canova impersonate 
ight nger so she can win a ce 
Ennis’s band. (June) 


lub s ntest 


1 night to sing 
with Skinny 

ONG OF THI 
“ox: This has sex, music, comedy, 
a grass skirt, Victor Mature in a sarong, Techni 
color scenery, the clowning of Jack Oakie and 
Hilo Hattie grand performances by Thomas 
Mitchell and George Barbier. What would 
you want? (May) 


ISLANDS 


Oth Centaurs 
Betty Grable in 


and 


else 


ERS 
lavs 


THI Universal Alaska in the 

with John Wayne, beloved of 
owner of a gambling saloon, dis 
Scott is attempting to steal the 
jointly with Harry Carey. 
exciting fight. (July) 


SPOTI 
Gold Rush « 
Marlene Dietrich, 
ng that Randy) 
mine Wavne 


There's a terrificalls 


cover 


owns 


SUl¢ 
brook 


pian‘st on 


IDE SQUADRON-—Republic: Anton Wal 
gives a sterling performance as a_ [Polish 
a concert tour through the States, where 
he marries Sally Gray, then returns to fight for 
Poland The actual scenes, filmed from R.A.F 
Spithres, are exceedingly impressive. (July) 


ose 


laughter. 








Treat of the Month! 


| DON'T MISS 
TONIGHT AND FOREVER 


Thrilling book-length true novel of two 
people who wanted, so desperately, to 
live the youthful dreams they'd almost 
forgotten. But their marriage was only 
a prelude to happiness, disappointment 

and a remarkable surprise! Com- 
plete in the August issue of TRUE 
STORY Magazine! 


ALSO 


A Dozen Delightful Stories of Romance 
‘Two Complete True Novelettes 


Three Gripping Serials—Absorbing 


Special Features and Departments! 


True Story 


Buy Your Copy Today! 
AUGUST ISSUE NOW ON SALE 


SELL, tmas 


Cardo 
at 21 -sil 
new unique silver-color printing. 


4% x 
, ASSORTMENT 
Write today for samples on approval. 
Colonial Studios, 642 S. S +» Dept. S-29. Holyoke. Mass. 


5X7 PHOTO 
ENLARGEMENT- 


ANY SUBJECT OR GROUP : 


Send any clear snapshot, photo, bust, full 
length, groups, scenes, baby, mother, | 7 
dad, sweetheart, soldier, ete. We will}? 
enlarge to 5x7 on salon quality photo- |; 
raphic paper FREE, Just send print ; 


*gative Wei @ 














for QUICK EXTRA CASH 


Make money in your spare 
time. 8 fast sell ng Christmas 
Card Assortments. Many newideas, 
Also large selection of 50 for $1.00 
Personal Christmas Cards wi 











{ 


information 

hand coloring Y ie 
expert artists who %& 
pecialize in repro- 
ducing life-like 
likenesses and iy 


FREE FRAME OFFER 
original returned with your 
enlargement Send now and 
enclose 10¢ for return mail 
(Only 2 to a customer.) 

IDEAL PORTRAIT CO. 

P. O. Box 748 K-8, Church St. Annex, New York 


MANY NEVER | 
SUSPECT CAUSE 
OF BACKACHES 


This Old Treatment Often 
Brings Happy Relief 

Many sufferers relieve nagging backache quickly, 
once they discover that the real cause of their trouble 
may be tired kidneys. 

The kidneys are Nature’s chief way of taking the 
excess acids and waste out of the blood. They help 
most people pass about 3 pints a day. 

When disorder of kidney function permits poison- 
ous matter to remain in your blood, it may cause nug- 
ging backache, rheumatic pains, leg pains, loss of pep 
and energy, getting up nights, swelling, puffiness 
under the eyes, headaches and dizziness. Frequent or 
scanty passages with smarting and burning some- 
times shows there is something wrong with your 
kidneys or bladder. 

Don't wait! Ask your druggist for Doan’s Pills, 
used successfully by millions for over 40 years. They 
give happy relief and will help the 15 miles of kidney 
tubes flush out poisonous waste from your blood. Get 
Doan's Pills. 


Your 
FREE 
kindly 
ing. 
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XPERIENCED Mothers know 
that summer teething must not 
be trifled with—that summer up- 
sets due to teething may seriously 
interfere with Baby’s progress. 






Relieve your Baby’s teething 
pains this summer by rubbing on 
Dr. Hand’s Teething Lotion— the 
actual prescription of a famous 
Baby specialist. It is effective and 
economical, and has been used 
and recommended by millions of 
Mothers. Your druggist has it. 


DR. HAND’S 


TEETHING LOTION 








Just rub it on the gums 
Buy it from your druggist today 








Seid LOW PRICED DRESSES 


Show friends sensational bargains new Spring and Summer styles 
and take orders. Easy to earn cash and your own dresses FREE as 
bonus. Beautiful Style Presentation and Actual Fabrics FREE! Write 


HARFORD FROCKS, Dept. K-7. Cincinnati, Ohio 












) SELL 
© ciRISTMAS CARDS 
TK or spare time. Sow friends : 





orgeous new NAME IMPRINTED 
Eirictmac Cards, 50 net Also 14 bige 
value money- making Box Assortments. 
Upto100% profit. Noexperience needed. 


wheel SOUTHERN GREETING CARD CO, 


\ «</® McCall Bidg., Dept. 721, Memphis, Tenn. 
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Prove it yourself no matter 
how long you have suffered 
or what ou have tried. 
Beautiful book on psoria- 
sis and Dermoil with 
amazing, true photo- 
graphic proof of results 
sent FREE. Write for it. 


Don’t mistake eczema 
for the stubborn, ugly \~ 
embarrassing scaly skin 
disease Psoriasis. Apply 
non-staining Dermoil. 
Thousands do for sealy 
spots on body or scalp. 
Grateful users, often after 
years of suffering, rey - 
the scales have gone, 
red patches gr sdually disappeared am 
they enjoyed the thrill of a clear skin again. U 
is used by many doctors and is backed by a positive agree- 
ent to give definite benefit in 2 weeks or money is re- 
funded without question. Send 10c (stamps or coin) for Pere 
erous trial bottle to make our famous ‘‘One Spot Test’ est 
it yourself. Results may surprise you. Write today for your 
test bottle. Give Druggist’s name and address. Print name 
plainly. Don't delay. Sold by Liggett and Walgreen Drug 
Stores and other teading Druqgists. LAKE LABORATORIES, 
Box 547, Northwestern Station, Dept. 3404, Detroit, Mich 


BRUSH AWAY 


RAY 


.. AND LOOK 10 
YEARS YOUNGER 


@ Now; at home, you can quickly and easily tint telltale 
streaks of gray to natural-appearing shades—from lightest 
blonde to darkest black. Brownatone and a small brush 
does it—or your money back. Used for 30 years by thou- 
sands of women (men, too)—Brownatone is guaranteed 
harmless. No skin test needed, active coloring agent is 
Purely vegetable. Cannot affect waving of hair. Lasting— 
does not wash out. Just brush or comb it in. One applica- 
tion imparts desired color. Simply retouch as new gray 
appears. Easy to prove by tinting a test lock of your hair. 
60c at drug or toilet counters on a money-back guarantee. 
Retain your youthful charm. Get BROWNATONE today. 
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WY TAKI 


A LETTER, DARLING—Paramoi 
htful comedy with Rosalind ee 
advertiser who hires Fred MacMu 
But when Fred pon I 
Constance Moore, Rosalind into the a 
MacDonald Carey until things straighten ou 
ert Benchley is Rosalind’s partner. You’l 
(July) 





A delig 
woman 
escort-secretary. 


runs 








THIS TIME FOR KEEPS—M-G-M: Ann Ruth 
erford and Robert Sterling find their first married 
year shaky going. It doesn’t help when Sterling goes 
to work for father-in-law Guy Kibbee. Nice little 
film. (May) 

YY TO BE OR NOT TO BE—Korda-U.A. 
Carole Lombard’s last picture remains a fitting 
tribute to her beauty and personality. She plays 
the wife of Jack Benny, both stars, who along with 
their troupe are caught in Poland by the Nazi in- 
vasion but manage to upset the Gestapo. (May) 









YY TO THE SHORES OF TRIPOLI—20th 
Century-Fox: A whooper-dooper service pi that 
is bound to stir the patriotism of all ns, 
proud of their Marines. Smart aleck J ayne 
antagonizes his fellows, later proves himself a hero 
Randolph Scott and Maureen O'Hara are vers 
good. (June) 

TORPEDO BOAT—Paramount: Richard Arle 
and Phil Terry conceive a device for projecting 
both planes into the air and torpedo boats into the 
water from the same carrier in this timely and 
exciting picture. Jean Parker and Cecilia Parker 
are very good. (May) 

WY TORTILLA FLAT—M-G-M: This has fir 
humor, pathos. Spencer Tracy is a conniving loafer, 
John Garfield is the hot-tempered loves 
Hedy, a Portuguese girl with leas 
Frank Morgan 1s the village f 


splendid characterizations. 


TRAGEDY AT 
7 


too-anaemic 7 hin 


MIDNIGHT, A—Republi A 
Van is this mystery story about 












a radio detective, John Howard, who, with his 
wife Margaret Lindsay, moves into an apartment 
vacated by Miles Mander and Mona rrie and 
run smack into a little murder mystery. (May) 
TRUE TO THE ARMY—Par J ( 
nova sees a murder ‘committe d, so in order to escape 
the murderers she lands in an Army Camp, where 
she’s disguised as a soldier by her beau Jerry ¢ 
lonna and stage star Allan Jones. Ann Miller 
snappy tapping and William Demarest'’s bewilder- 
ment as a top sergeant are very good. (July) 

/ TUTTLES OF oe agg FE 7 HE—RKO-Radio: 
A n rvel and re cil Le ee story of the im- 
provident clan of 7 uttles roan islike work and have 
a whale of a — time. ( arine Laughton is at his 
best as the ickadaisical he ad of the enormous 
family. Jon tia is his sailor son who love 
with neighbor Peggy Drake. It’s amu d so 





well done. (June) 


Small-U.A.: 7 
this al 


TWIN BEDS 


















one bedroom in con 

Auer and Ernest Truex skidding in an 

Bennett's bedroom, ist agen her 

George Brent, who seems quite amused 

TWO YANKS IN TRINIDAD—Columbia: Rack- 
eteers Pat O’Brien and Brian Donle join the 
army and fall in love with the g Janet 
Blair. It’s gusty and rowdy. (June) 
VHISPERING. GHOSTS 20th Century-Fox 
Milton Berle is a smart-aleck radio detectiv t he 
runs into trouble, vhen he tries to solve the murder 
of an old sea d iar with Brenda Joy the m 
dered man’s niece, in search of the | en jewels 
two ham actors hired to frame Berle several 
shady characters around. (July) 

WHO 1S HOPE SCHUYLER ?—20th Centur 
Fox: Five we men are suspected of being a secret 
political ringleader and spiritualist using the name 
of Hope Schuyler and wanted as w s bribery 
trial. Is she Mary Howard, Shei Jar 
Carter, Rose Hobart or Joan Valerie? ll fin 
out when almost everyone has been killed. With 





John Payne and Joseph Allen Jr. (June) 





WIFE TAKES A FLYER, THE~ imbia: [1 
Holland under the Hitler regime Allyn Joslyn, a 
Nazi Major, has dishonorable intenti ward n 
Sennett, about to divorce her al id 
Franchot Tone, an R.A.F., flyer, is 1 as the 
hus ge but has to be divorced the d 

sriefly, they make a monkey of the Maj (Jul 

WILD BILL HICKOK RIDES—Warners: This 
is the same Western you’ve seen before, only this 
time Constance Bennett is the shady-lady heroine 
and Bruce Cabot is the noble hero, and Warren 


William is the villainous bad man. (May) 


YOKEL BOY—Republic; Alan Mowbry, Holly 
wood studio head, brings on Number One Movie 
Fan, Eddie Foy Jr., to advise on stories. Public 
Enemy Number One takes over and saves them from 
ruin. Gangster Albert Dekker and Joan Davis, his 


warbling sister, are good, but it’s corn. (June) 





YOU NG AMERICA—20th Century-Fox: See only 
if you’re a Jane Withers loyalist After a story 
like this, no wonder she left her studio. 

snooty city girl, gets herself straightened ¢ 

ideals of the 4-H Clubs. (May) 
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DuRING precious vacation days and all 
through the year, Midol regularly plays 
‘‘life-saver’’ for millions of girls and women 

. relieving their functional menstrual pain, 
turning ‘“‘time to suffer” into extra time for 
active, comfortable living. 

Among many women interviewed, 96% of 
those who reported using Midol at their last 
menstrual period had found these tablets 
effective. Try Midol with confidence. It 
contains no opiates, and unless you have 
some organic disorder demanding special 
medical or surgical care, it should give you 
comfort. One Midol ingredient relieves head- 
ache and muscular suffering, one is mildly 
stimulating, and another exclusive ingre- 
dient increases relief by reducing spasmodic 
pain peculiar to the time. 

Get Midol at any drugstore—the small 
package to prove its effect- SUN 
ive help; the large package F Guarakiced by ® 
for economical, regular use. Good Housekeeping 


{DEFECTIVE OR uae 
5 aoventiseo HE 


MIDOL 


RELIEVES FUNCTIONAL PERIODIC PAIN 
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Amazing values! Just 
show these **50 for $1’’ Personal 
Christmas Cards and sat, Our $1 
orders. Make good profit. 
mon 21 Christmas Folders is also 
oney - maker for you. Many 
once $i sellers.Get samples on approval, 
WALTHAM ART PUBLISHERS 
160 N.Washinuton St., Dept. 538, Boston, Mass. 


FREE ENLARGEMENT 


Just to get acquainted with 
new customers, we will beautifully enlarge 
one snapshot print or negative, photo or 
picture to Sx10 inches—FREE—if you en- 
close this ad. (10e for handling and return 
mailing appreciated.) Information on hand 
tinting in natural colors sent immediately. 
Your original returned with your free en- 
Send it today. 


largement. 
GEPPERT STUDIOS, Dept. 246, Des Moines, la. 
































EASIER, QUICKER, BETTER 


KERR MASON CAPS fit all Mason Jars... 
rubber rings required. Demand KERR MASON in the yellow 


No troublesome 


and black carton... millions of satisfied homemakers 
do. FREE Modern Homemaker, recipes, 100 Victory 
Canning Labels. KERR MASON JAR CO., 470 Title Insurance Bldg. 
Los Angeles, Cal. * Buy Kerr Jars & Caps Today 
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ooo 
Bob Pins 
are NOT 
Alike 

oe Try 
DELONG 
on the 
BLUE 
Card 


UNIFORMLY BECOMING 
. a stunning combina- bm 
tion of clean swept lines“ 
and feminine softness dis- 
tinguishes this Coiffure 
DeLong Bob Pins hold 
every perfect wave 
gently but firmly . 


they never slip out 











Show big value $1 Box 

21-Assorted Christmas Cards to 

. You make up to 50c, Other 

easy-to-sel! Christmas Assortments. 

deca Personal Christmas Cards at 50 for $1, 

—_— and big DeLuxe Personal line. Also 
; special money- eyes A. an 

ne for clubs, church g! os Samples 
BOroesg etc. Start earning at ‘aon 

Get FREE Sample Outfit. 
WETMORE & SUGDEN, Inc., oy 54 
749 Monroe A » R N.Y. 
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GOLD COAST 


The Drake... 
ful Lake Michigan. 
desired convenience to the visitor in 
Chicago. It’s close to everything of most 


SY 
\ 
OH 


on the shores of beauti- 
. offers every most 


WWOWUY 


AN 
~\ 


WOOK 
MV 


general interest «+ + shopping centers, 
theatres, movies, smart night clubs, ball 
parks, exhibition centers, and sport and 
convention stadiums. Fast transportation 


to all parts of Chicago and suburbs. 


N 


NK 


AKG 


Splendid guest accommodations. Quiet, 
congenial surroundings. Excellent food 
and refreshments. Superb entertain- 
ment and dancing in the Drake's exotic 
Camellia House. Away from the noise 
and congestion of the Chicago Loop— 
yet, only 5 minutes from Downtown. 


S. KIRKEBY, Managing Director 


The Drake 


Lake Shore Drive at Michigan Avenue 


CHICAGO 














Casts of Current Pictures 


“BLONDIE’S BLESSED EVENT’’—Columbia: 
Blondie, Penny Singleton; Dagwood, Arthur Lake: 
Baby Dumplina, Larry Simms; Cookie, Norma Jean 
Wayne; Daisy, Daisy; J. C. Dithers, Jonathan 
Hale; Alvin Fuddie, Danny Mummert; George 
HW ickley, Hans Conried; Ollie, Stanley Brown: Mr 
Crumb, Irving Bacon; Sarah Miller, Mary Wickes: 
William Lawrence, Paul Harvey. 


“BROADWAY” — Universal: George Raft. 
George Raft; Dan McCorn, Pat O'Brien; Billte 
Voore, Janet Blair; Steve Crandall, Brod Craw 
ford; Lil, Marjorie Rambeau; Pear/, Anne Gwynne; 
Neck, S. Z. om Porky, Edward S. Brophy; 
Grace M: arie ilson: Joc, Gus Schilling; Dolph 
Ralf Harolde; Per. Dailey, Arthur Shields; Maizsteé 
Iris Adrian: Ruby, Elaine Morey; Ann, Dorothy 
Moore; Rinati, Nestor Paiva: Trado. Abner Biber 
man; Mack Gray, Mack Gray 


Re: |.OSE CALL FOR ELLERY QUEEN, A”- 
Columbia: Ellery Queen, William Gargan; Nikki 
Porter, Margaret Lindsay; IJn:pector Queen, 
Charley Grapewin; Alan Rogers, Ralph Morgan 
Varao Rogers, Kay Linaker; Stewart Cole, Edward 
Nerris; Sergeant Vehe, James Burke; Leste: 
Young, Addison Richards; Corday, Charles Judels 
Bates, Andrew Tombes; Housekeeper, Claire Du 
Brey; Marie Dubois, Micheline Cheirel 


ESCAPE FROM HONG KONG”—Univerg<al 
Jon Terry; Pancho, Leo Carrillo; BI 
Devine; Valerie, Marjorie Lord; ajo} 
Leland Hodgson; AKosura. Frank Puglia 
ossley, Gilbert Emery. 


mip 


“FALCON TAKES OVER, THE"-—-RKO 
Radio: Falcon, George Sanders: Ann, Lynn Bari: 
O'Hara, James Gleason; Goldy, Allen Jenkins: 
Diana, Helen Gilbert: Moose Mal oy, Ward Bond 
Bates Edward Gargan; ge ey ‘Anne Revere: 
Jerry, George Cleveland; Grimes, Harry Shannon 


“GRAND CENTRAL MURDE 2M —\M-G-M 

* Custer, Van Heflin; Mida King, Patricia 

Constance Furness, Cecilia P: arker: Swe 

ry, Virginia Grey; Roger Furness, Samuel S 
luspector Gunther, Sam Levene: / , 

. Connie Gilchrist: David V. Henderson 

Daniels: “Turk,” Horace McNally; Frankic 

Tom Conway; “Baby” Delroy, Betty Wells; 

Paul Rinehart, George Lynn; Ramon, Romar 


Bohnen; Arthur Doolin, Millard Mitchell. 


“HE NRY AND DIZZY"—Paramount: Henry 
Aldrich, Jimmy Lydon; Dizsy Stevens, Charles 
Smith: Phyllis Michael, Mary Anderson: M) 

ldrich, John Litel; rs. Aldrich, Olive Blakene ov; 
Wr. Stevens, Olin Howland: Mr. Bradley, Vaughan 
Glaser: Mr. Weeks, Trevor Bardette: Mrs. Brad 
ley, Maude Eburne; Billy Weeks, Carl “ Alfalfa’ 
Switzer; Jean, Noel Neill; Diszsy’s Girl, Eleanor 
Counts; Mrs. Stevens, Isabel Withers; Pamela 
Rogers, Jane Cowna: Joe McGuire, Frank Orth; 
Sergeant \lcElroy, Edgar Dearing. 

“HER CARDBOARD LOVER"”—M.-G-M: Cor 
uelo Croyden, Norma Shearer; Terry Trindale 
Robert Tavlor; Tony Barling, George Sanders: 
Chappie Champaqne, Frank McHugh; Eva, Eliza 
beth Patterson; Judae, Chill Wills. 


“MAD MARTINDALES, THE”’—20th Century 
Fox: Aathy Martindale. Jane Withers; Evelyn 
Marjorie Weaver; Hugo Martindale, Alan Mow 
bray; Bobby, Jimmy Lydon; Peter Varney; Byron 
Bar > Julio, George Reeves; Vir ail Hick ng, 
Charles Lane; Grandmother Varney, Kathleen 
Howard; Butlers, Robert Greig and Brandon 
liurst; Van der Venne, Steve Geray: Jefferson 
Gow, Sen Yung; Aqnes, Emma Dunn: Hotel Clerk 
Hal K. Dawson; Lawyer, Don Dillaway; Chanu 
Gow, Tom Yuen; Pawnbroker, Otto Hotiman 


“MEET THE STEWARTS” — Columbia 
Michael Stewart, William Holden; Candace Good 
win, Frances Dee: Mr. Goodwin, Gr ant Mitchell; 
Mrs. Goodwin, Marjorie Gateson: Geraldine Stew 
art, Anne Revere; Ted Graham. Roger Clark; Jolin 
Goodwin, Danny Mummert; Jane Goodwin, Ann 
Gillis: Willametta, Margaret Hamilton; Tar 
Driver, Don Beddoe; Mrs. Stewart, Mary Gordon 


“MEXICAN SPITFIRE SEES A GHOST’— 
RKO-Radio: Carmelita, Lupe Velez; Lord Epping 
Uncle Matt, Hubbell, Leon Errol; Dennis, Charles 
‘Buddy’ Rogers; Aunt Della, Elisabeth Risdon; 
Percy, Donald MacBride; Edith, Minna Gombell; 
Fingers O'Toole, Don Braclay; Luders, John Ma 
guire; Hyacinth, Lillian Randolph; Lightnin 
Mantan Moreland; Bascombe, Harry Tyler; Har 
court, Marten Lamont. 


“MISS ANNIE ROONEY”—Small-U.A.: An 
nie Rooney, Shirley Temple; Tim Rooney, William 
Gargan; Grandpop, Guy Kibbee; Marty, Dickie 
Moore; Myrtle, Peggy Ryan; Joey, Roland DuPree; 
Urs. White, Gloria Holden; Mr. White, Jonathan 
Hale; Mrs. Mets, Mary Field; Burns, George 
Lloyd; Madam Sylvia, Jan Buckingham; Mrs. 
Th mas, Selmer Jackson; Stella Bainbridge, June 
Lockhart; Sidney, Charles Coleman; Policeman, 
Edgar Dearing; Myrtle's Mother, Virginia Sale; 
Audrey Hollis, Shirley Mills. 


“MRS. MINIVER”—M-G-M: Mrs. Muintver, 
Greer Garson; Clem Miniver, Walter Pidgeon; 
Carol Beldon, Teresa Wright; Lady Beldon, Dame 
May Whitty; Foley, Reginald Owen; Mr. Ballard, 


Henry Travers; Vin Miniver, Richard Ney; Vic 

Henry W ilcoxon; Toby Miniver, Christopher Se Vv 
ern; Gladys ( Housemaid), Brenda Forbes; Judy 
Miniver, Clare Sandars; Ada, Marie De Becker 
German Flyer, Helmut Dantine; Fred, John Abbott 


“MY FAVORITE SPY"—RKO-Radio: Kay, 
Kay Kyser; Terry, Ellen Drew: Connie, Jane Wy 
man; Robinson, Robert Armstrong; Aunt Jessie, 
Helen Westley; Flower Pot Cop, William Demarest; 
Cora (maid), Una O'Connor: Iinters, Lionel 
Royce; Major Alien, Moroni Olsen; Gus, George 
Cleveland; Col. Moffett, Vaughn Glaser; Ju/es, 
Hobart Cavanaugh; Hiagge nbotham, Chester ¢ 


“ONCE UPON A THURSDAY’—M-G-M 
Martha ae ser Marsha Hunt; lef Sommer 
ficld, Richard Carlson; Mrs. WeKtssick, Mar 

n: JA/ivanda Sommerfield, Virginia We 
Mrs. Sophie Sommerfield, Spring Byington; 
Archer, Allyn Joslyn; Sylvta Norwood, Fran 
Drake; Danny O'Brien, Barry Nelson; Dr. 
ence Sommerfield, Melville Cooper; Mrs 
Inez Cooper: Mrs. Justin I. Peacock, Sar 
Guinevere, Margaret Hamilton; Llewellyn 
Ernest Truex; Mrs. Liewellyn Castle, Ce 
ningham; Homer Jacell, William B. Davidson 


“POWER TOWN"’—RKO-Radio: Jeems O'S 
Victor MecLaglen; Pennant, Edmond O B: 
D Jiy, June Havoc; Sally, Dorothy Lovett; MWe: 
Eddie Foy, Jr.; Oltzer Lindsay Damii in O'FI 
Chick Parker, Marten Lamont; / 

Gordon: Sue, Marton Mart:n; 
Gorden: Carol, trances Neal: 


fi 


Helen, Jane Woodworth; Gus, George 


“REME MBER —— HARBOR" pu 
Stez ‘Lucky” Sm Jonald M. Barry; 

rd n, Alan Curtis: Marcia Porter, Fay 

Man Hoorten, Sig Ruman; Capt. Huds 

Keith; : Si nor Anderson, Rhys Williams: Port/y 
ter, Maynard Holmes; Doralda, Diana Del 
Vr. Littlefield, Robert Emmett Keane; 
Adams, Sammy Stein; Jessie, Linda Lawren 


“SHIPS WITH WINGS"—U. A.: Lie 
cey, John Clements; Vice-Admiral H eatherby 
Banks:Celia Weatherby, Jane Baxter; Kay | 
Ann Todd; Captatn Fairfax, Basil Sydney. 


“SUNDAY PUNCH"’—M-G-M: Ken 
William Lundigan; Judy Galestrum, Jean 
Olaf Jensen, Dan Dailey, we3 “| : I 34 
Kibbee; Alatt “: sier, 2. 
sth um Connie Gilc hrist; 

“Bi Leo Gorcey; “Killer”, ag 

“pi ae ’ Fitzroy, Douglass Newland; 

Anthony Caruso; Jose, Tito Renaldo. 


“SYNCOPATION’ RKO-Radio: 
Jackie Cooper; Ait Latimer, Bonita’ Gran 
George Latimer, Adolphe Menjou; Mr. Pe te 
George Bancroft: Rer Tearbone, Todd Dun at 
Cafe Singer, Connie Boswell; Paul P Ped 
North; Smiley Jackson, Frank Jenks: Ella 7 Ss 
Grayson; Lijlian, Mona Barrie; Pau! Porte: is a 
child), Lindy Wade; and The All y vl an Dar 
Band. 


“TARZAN’S NEW YORK nn Nery lags 
M-G-M: Tarzan, Johnny Weissmuller; Jai M: 
reen O'Sullivan; Boy, John Sheffield; Connie > "Be 
Virginia Grey; Buck Rand, Chi —. Sickford; 
Jimmie Shields, Paul Kelly; Mane hestei nt 
ford, Chill Wills; Colonel Ralph Sargent, 
dal: Judae Abbotson, Russell Hicks: Blake Noi 

oward Hickman; Gould Beaton, Charles Lane 


“TEN GENTLEMEN FROM WEST POINT’ 
—20th Century-Fox: Dawson, George Montgomery; 
Carolyn Bainbridge, Maureen O'Hara; Howard 
Shelton, John Sutton; Major Sam Carter, Laird 
Cregar; Heury Clay, John Shepperd; Florimond 
Masse y, Victor Francen; Bane, Harry Davenport; 
Scully, Ward Bond; Gen William Henry Harris n, 
Doug de Dumbrille; Maloney, Ralph Byrd; Benny 
Haz ens, Joe Brown, Jr.; Shippen, David Bacon; 
Vrs. Thompson, Esther Dale; Chester, Richard 
Derr; Jared Danforth, Louis Jean Heydt; Captain 
Sloane, Stanley Andrews; Captain Luddy, James 
Flavin; Letty, Edna Mae Jones; Senate President 
Charles Trowbridg xe; Grandpa, Tully Marshall; 
John Randolph, Edwin Maxwell; Old Put, Uno; 
William Eustis, Edward Fielding. 


“THIS ABOVE ALL”—20th Century-Fox: 
Clive Briggs, Tyrone Power; Prudence Cathaway, 
Joan Fontaine; Monty, Thomas Mitchell; General 
Cathaway, Henry Stephenson, Ramsbottom, Nigel 
Bruce; /ris Cathaway, Gladys Cooper; Dr. Roger 
Cathaway, Philip Merivale; Waitress, Sara All- 
good; Rector, Alexander Knox; Violet Worthing, 
Queenie Leonard; Wilbur, Melville Cooper; Nurse 
Emily, Jill Esmond; Dr. Mathias, Holmes Herbert; 
Dr. Ferris, Denis Green; ( “‘haplain, Arthur Shields; 
Parsons, Dennis Hoey; Vicar, Thomas Louden. 


“THIS GUN FOR HIRE”—Paramount: Ellen 
Graham, Veronica Lake; Michael Crane, Robert 
Preston; Willard Gates, Laird Cregar; Philip 
Raven, Alan Ladd; Alvin Brewster, Tully Mar- 
shall; S/uky, Mikhail Rasumny; Tommy, Marc 
Lawrence; Annie, Pamela Blake; Steve Finnerty, 
Harry Shannon; Albert Baker, Frank Ferguson; 
Baker's Secretary, Bernadene Hayes; Night Watch 
man, James Farley; Little Cripple Girl, Virita 
Campbell; Mar. of “The March Bank”, Chester 
Clute; Policeman with Michael in S. F.. Emmett 
Vogan. 


PHOTOPLAY combined with MOVIE MIRROR 





ets 


F you want cash and have some spare 

time, here is an easy way to earn all 
the money you need—quick. The nation- 
al advertising for Fashion Frocks is cre- 
ating an unusual demand for these fa- 
mous dresses. We need more women in 
all localities to demonstrate the smartly 
styled, lovely dresses just announced for 
the Fall, 1942. All are sensational values 
—many dresses as low as $2.29. You 
can earn up to $23 weekly and in addi- 
tion get your own dresses FREE. 


“d nt\ Henrich. 


beautiful starlet, adores 
her white collared block- 
checked frock with its 
smart hip pockets. 


Style 706 


3 WEE 


Hundreds of women are making brilliant 
successes and are enjoying this easy, 
pleasant way to make money. We'll 
show you how Lauria Flack of North Car- 
olina earned $12.90 in four hours— or 
how Mrs. Mabel Wagner of Idaho earned 
$11.00 in only two hours—and how 
Amelia Jacobs of New Jersey earned 
$22.00 the first week. Then we'll give you 
the same opportunity to duplicate or bet- 
ter these earning records. Mail coupon 
below for this amazing offer. 


receives endless compii- 
ments on her shadow- 
plaid frock with its» 


ait darted pockets set aslant te 


at the hipline. 
Style 707 


> Desk 42039, Cincinnali, Ohio 
aunt ON Attune oF 7 3 @ Yes—I would like to make up to $23.00 weekly during spare he 
$ Guaranteed by > and besides get my own dresses Free of any cost. Send 
‘Good oe obligation—your amating FREE opportunity. 
4 


prizes her handsomely | 
tailored suit with its 
smart pocketed jacket 
and gored skirt. 


Style 700 














Designed by Joset Walker— 

“In these days of hard work, 
I appreciate a mild cigarette more than ever; 
so I stick to Camels. 


Milder and so good-tasting!” 


At right. Joset Walker’s 1942 version of the 
Gay Nineties bloomers. Also for biking— 
camel-colored shirt and shorts, wrap-around 
skirt. An ingenious American designer. 
Joset Walker is at work on the new slim 
silhouette. “Fashion work these days calls 
for steady nerves.” she says. “I keep my 


smoking mild —with Camels!” 


Joset Wacker... Fashion designer 


For town, country, beach... 
Joset Walker styles cotton. At 
right, ballet-length beach robe, 
belted in gold kid. Bright green 


swWim-suit —two-piece, with soft 


surplice neckline, wrap-around - IMPORTANT TO STEADY SMOKERS: 
midriff. For relaxation, this 2 


, : The smoke of 
energetic young designer spends : ‘ ; 
slow-burning Camels contains 
week-ends on her farm— 


planting, hoeing, driving a tractor. , Bae é a 
“And you'll usually see me - £ be Z - LESS NICOT INE 


with a Camel in my hand,” she 


remarks. “I never tire of smoking than that of the four other largest- 


Camels. They're so cool and selling brands tested —less than any 
mild and have the most of them—according to independent 


delightful flavor I could ask “Oe ee . oe " spy scientific tests of the smoke itself! 
for in a cigarette!” 


ru 
<Cle ° t UND Oo, 
\ 


@ ie M . > 
_ - ‘*" Guaranteed by y 
a Good Hou 


THE CIGARETTE OF e ; . 
COSTLIER TOBACCOS ® o ae m5 . “ R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company 


Winston-Salem, North Carolina 





